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I not enough to make it pleaſe you N0W 3 
Yet, Gentlemen, your Anceſters had Wit. ; 
When few Men cenſur d, aud when feaver aorit. 
And Johnſon ( of thoſe few the beſt ) choſe this, 
As the beſt Model of his Maſter piece: 
Subtle avas got by our Albumazar, 
That Alchymiſt 4% this Aſtrologer; 
Here he was faſpion'd, ard we may ſuppoſe, 
He lit'd the Faſhion wool! who wore the Clothes. 
But Ben made nobly his, <uhot he did mould; 
What was another's Lead, becomes his Gold : 
Like an unrizhteaus Conqueror he reigns, 
Yet rules that well, which he unjuſtly gains, 
But this our Aae fach Authors does afford, 
As make 3 Plays, and yet ſcarce write one Word: 
Who, in this Anarchy of Wit, rob all; 
Hund what's their Plunder, their Poſje 72 on call. 


Nn Nlitte bold Padders, ſcorn by Night to prey, 
ut ro Sun — in the Face * Day. 


Nay 


J is 


ne 


Nay ſcarce the common Ceremony uſe, 
Of fand, fir, and deJiver up your Muſe ; 


But knock the Poet down, ard with a grace 


Mount Pegaſus before the Oxwner”s Face. 


Faith, if you have ſuch Country Toms abroad, 


Tis time for all true men to leave the Road. 
Yet it were modeſt could it but be ſaid | 
They ſtrip the Living, but theſe rob the Dead: 
Dare with the Mummies of the Muſes play, 

And make love to them the Egyptian way. 

Or as a rhiming Autbor wvould have ſaid, 

Join the dead Living to the living Dead. - 


Such men in Poetry may claim ſome part, 


They have the Licenſe, tho" they wart the Art. | 
And might, where Theft was prais d, for Laurtabs aud; 
Poets, not of the Head, but of the Hand, 

They make the Benefits of others ſtudying 

Much like the Meals of politick Jack Pudding, 

Whoſe Diſh to challenge, no Man has the Courage, 

"Tis all his own, when once h has ſpit i th porridge. 


But, Genltemen, you're all concern'd in this, 


Dou are in Fault for what they do amiſs, 


For they their Thefts ſtill undijcover'd think, 
And durſt not ſteal, unleſs you pleaſe tewwink. 
Perhaps, you may award by your Decree, 
T hey ſhould refund, bit that can never be. 


For ſhould you Letters of Repriſal ſeal, 


Theſe men write that which wo man elſe would ſteal, 


42 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſong. 


I vumazar, an aſtrolger. . 
\ Ronca 7 | 
Harpax, t thieves. 

|  Furbs, 

Pandolfo, an old gentleman, 
Cricca © his ſervant. 

Trincalo, Pandolfo's farmer, 
Armellina, Antonio's maid. 
Lelio, Antonio's ſon. 


Eugenio, Pandalfo's ſon. 


Flavia, Antonio's daughter. 1 


Sulpitia, Pandolfo's daughter. 
 Bawilona, a courtezan. 
Antonio, an old gentleman. 
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"HF brightnefs of fo great and fair a jreſince, 
They jay, ſtrikes cold amazement. But I fre! 
Contrary effects. For from the gracious center 


Of the honourable aſſembly ſame ſecret poxwer 


| JInflames my courage; and, methinks I am grows: 


Taller by th' virtue of this audience: © 


And yet thus rais'd, I fear there's no retiring. 
Ladies, whoſe beauties glad the whole afſembiy : 

Upon your favours T impoſe my buſineſs. 

Vt be a fault to ſpeak this foreign language, 


(For Latin is car mother tongue] I muſt entreat q a 


To frame excuſes for us; for whoſe ſake 


Ve now ſheak Engliſh. All the reſt we Hope 


Come purpoſely to grace our poor endeavours ; 


As, ave to pleaſe. In whoſe fair courteſy 


Ne truſt ; not in our weak ability. 
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COMEDY. * 


Act I. Scene 1. 


Ex'er Albumazar, Harpax, Ronca. 


Albumazar., 
TOM E, brave mercurials ſublim'd in 8 
> My dear companions, fellow-ſoldiers 
I'th' watchfull exerciſe of thievery : 
Shame not at your ſo large profeſſion, 
* No more than J at deep aſtrology. 
F or in * days of old, good morrow thief, 


As welcome was receiv'd, as NOW your auorſbip. 
The 


0 


ALBUMAZ A x. 7 
The Spartans held it lawful, and the Arabians; 
So grew Arabia felix, Sparta valiant. 


Ronca. Read on this lecture, wiſe Albumazar. 
Alb. Your patron Mercury, in his myſterious cha- 
racter, 
Holds ail the marks of the other wanderers, 
And with his ſubtil influence works in all, 
Pilling their ſtories full of robberies. 
Moſt trades and callings much participate 
Of yours; though ſmoothly gilt with the honeſt title 
Of merchant, lawyer, or ſuch like: the learned 
Only excepted ; and he's therefore poor. 
Harp. And yet he ſteals one author from another. 
This poet is that poet's plagiary. 
And he a third's, till they end all in Homer. 
Alb. And Homer filcht . all from an Egyptian 
prieſteſs. | 


The world's a theater of theft. Great rivers 


Rob ſmaller brooks; and them the ocean. 

And in this world of ours, this microcoſm, 

Guts from the ſtomach teal, and what they ſpare, 
'The meſeraicks filch, and lay * t 1 the liver: 
Where (left it ſhould be found) turn'd to red nectar, 


Tis by a thouſand thieviſh veins convey'd 


And hid in fleſh, nerves, bones, muſcles, and ſinews, 
In tendons, ſkin, and hair; ſo that the property 


Thus alter'd, the theft can never be diſcover'd. 


Now all theſe pilfries couch'd and compos'd in order, 


Frame thee and me. Man's a quick mals of thievery. 


Renca, Moſt philoſophical Albumazar ! 

Harp. I thought theſe parts had lent and borrowec 

mutual, 

Alb. Say they do ſo: tis done with full intention 
Ne'er to reſtore, and tha''s flat robbery. 
Therefore go on, follow your virtuous laws, 

Your cardinal virtue, great nece//aty, 

Wait on her cloſe, with all occaſions. 

Be watchful, have as many eyes as heav'n, 
And ears as harveſt : be reſolv'd and impudent, 
Believe none, traſt none: for in this city 
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(As in a fought field, crows, and carkaſſes) 


No dwellers are but ed and cheateez. 


Roncæ. If all the houſes in the town were priſons,. 
'The chambers cages,. all the ſettles ſtocks, 
The broad-gates gallowſes, and the whole people 
Juſtices, juries, conſtables, keepers, and hangmen;. 
i'd practiſe ſpite of all, and leave behind me 
A fruitful ſeminary of our profeſſion, 
And call them by the name Albumaarians. 
Harp. And I no leſs, were all the city thieves 
As cunning as thyſelf. 
Alb. Why bravely ſpoken,. 


Fitting ſuch generous ſpirite: I'll make way 


To your great virtue with a deep reſemblance. 
Of high aſtrology. Harpax and Ronca, 

Liſt to our profit :. I have new lodg'd a prey 
Hard by, that, taken, is ſo fat and rich, 


will make us leave off trading, and fall to purchaſe. 


Harp. Who is't ? ſpeak quickly. 

Ren, Where, good Albumazar ? 

Alb. Tis a rich gentleman, as old as fooliſh, 
T he poor remnant of whoſe brain that age. had leſt him, 7 
The doting love of a young girl hath dried: 
And which concerns us moſt, he gives firm credit 
To necr omancy and aſtrology, 

Enter Furbo, 


Sending to me, as one that promiſe both. 
5 7 r 18 the man, 


Harp. W hat, old Pandolfo ! ! | 
Alb. The ſame : but ſtay, .yon's Furbo Whoſe ſmootheſt 


brow 
Shines with good news. and's viſage promiſes 
'Fricmphs and trophies to us, [ Furbo plays. 
Ron. My life hea's learnt out all, I know't by's 
muſick. 


Then Furbo fins this foig. 
8 gar u tt * learned brew, Alb mazar; 
; Fa lang of all the auorld adinir'd, 
For art profornd, and fkill retir'd, TE 
To cheatin: by the height of ffars , Hence 
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Hence g ypfies, hence, hence rogues of baſer firain, 
That hazard life for little gain : 

Stand off and wonder, gape and gaze afar 

At the rare ill of great Albumazar. 


. 


Furbo. Albumazar, 

Spread out thy nets at large, here's fowl abundance : - 
Pandolfo's ours, I underſtand his buſineſs, 

Which I filcht cloſely from him, while he reveabd 
T* his man his purpoſes and projects. | 

Alb. Excellent ! 

Furbo. Thanks to this inſtrument: for in pretence 
Of teaching young vulpitia, th' old man's daughter, 
J got acceſs to th' houſe, and while I waited 
Till he was ready, over-heard Pandolfo 
Open his ſecrets to his ſervant: thus ' tis. 

Antonio, Pondolfo's friend and neighbour, 
Before he went to Barbary, agreed 
Jo vive in marriage 

Alb, Furbo, this is no place 
Fit to conſider curious points of buſineſs, 

Come, let's away, Fil hear't at large above. 
Ronca, ſtay you below, and entertain him 
With a loud noiſe of my deep ſkill in art, 

Thou know'ſt my roſy modeſty cannot do it. 
Harpax, up you, and from my bed-chamber, 
Where all things for our purpoles are ready, 
Second each beck, and nod, and word of ours, 
You know my meaning, | 

Harpax. Yes, yes. 

Furbo. Yes, fir. 

Furbo goes out | inging, Fa la la, Pads our. 
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Act. I. Scen. 2. 


Rinca, Pandalfo, Cricca. 


Ron. Here's old Pandolfo, amorous as youthful 
. May 5 
And gray as January. Tl attend him here. 

Pan. Cricea, I ſeek thy aid, not thy croſs counſel ;. 
Fam mad in love with Flavia, and muſt have her: 
Thou ſpend'ſt thy reaſons to the contrary, 


* 


Like arrows againſt an anvil: I love Flavia, 


And muſt have Flavia. 
Cricca. Sir, you have no reaſon, 
She's a young girl of ſixteen, you of ſixty. 

Pan. I have no reaſon, nor ſpare room for any, 
Love's harbinger hath chalkt upon my heart, 
And with a coal writ on my brain, for Flavia, 
This houſe is wholly taken up for Flavia. 


Let reaſon get a lodging with her wit: 


Vex me no more, I muſt have Flavia. | 
Cricca. But fir, her brother Lelio, under whoſe charge 
She's now after her father's death, ſware boldly 
Pandolfo never ſhall have Flavia. 5 
Pan. His father, e'er he went to Barbary, 
Promis'd her me: who be he live or dead, 
Spight of a liſt of Lelio's, Pandolſo 


Shall enjoy Flavia. 


Cricca. Sir, y' are too old. | 

Pan. J muſt confeſs in years about threeſcore, 
But in tough ſtrength of body, four and twenty, 
Or two months leſs. Love of young Flavia, 
More powerful than Medea's drugs, renews 
All decay'd parts of man : my arteries 
Blown fu“! with youthful ſpirits, move the blood 


To a new buſineſs : my wither'd nerves grow plump 


And ſtrong, longing for action. Hence, thou poor prop 
Ot fecbleneſs and age: walk with ſuch fires 

As with cold palfies ſhake away their ſtrength, 

And loſe their legs with cureleſs gouts, Pondolfo 1 


= 


ALBUMAZAR, * 
New moulded is for revels, maſks, and muſick. Cricca, 
String my neglected lute, and from my armory. 
Scour my beſt ſword, companion of my youth, 
Without which I ſcem naked. 
Cricca. Your love, fir, like ſtrong water, 
To a deplor'd fick man, quicks your feeble limbs- 


For a poor moment: but after one night's lodging. 


You'll fall ſo dull and cold, that Flavia 


Will ſhriek and leap from bed as from a ſepulchre. 


Shall I ſpeak plainer, fir ſhe'll cuckold you, 
Alas ! ſhe'll cuckold you. 
Pan. What me? a man of know diſcretion,. 
Of riches,. years, and this gray gravity ? 
Pll ſatisfy'r with gold, rich clothes, and jewels. 
Cricca. Wer't not far fitter urge your ſon Eugenio 
To woo her for himſelf * 
Pan. Cr:cca, be gone. 
Touch no more there: I will, and muſt have Flavia. 
Tell Lelio, if he grant me his fiſter Flavia, 
Fll give my daughter to him in exchange. 


| Be gone, and find me her within this half hour, 


Act. I. Scen. 3. 
„ Ronca, Pandelfo. 
Ron, ? IS well that ſervant's gone: I ſhall the 


eeaſier 
Wind up his maſter to my purpoſes. 
Pan. Sure this is ſome novice of th' artillery, 
That winks: and ſhoots : fir, prime, prime your piece a- 


new, | 
The powder's wet. [Knocks at the "I 
Ronca. A good aſcendent bleſs me : fir, are you fran- 
tick ? 


Pan. Why frantick Fare rot kubcks the lawful courſes: 
To open doors and ears? 


| Ronca,. Ot vulgar men and houſss. 
. Pan. 


T2 


Pan. Good fir 
If the door brea 


ALBUMAZAR, 


Pai. Whoſe lodging's this? is't not the aſtrologer's ? 


Kon. His lodging? no: *tis the learn'd phrontiſterion 
Ot molt divine Albumazar ! 


<A Wr ſhall redeem it. 


Renca. How! all your land ſold at a bandes 2295 


Cannot repair the damage of one poor rap! 


purchaſe 


To thunder at the phrontiſterion 
Of great Albumazar f 
Pan. Why, man, what harm ? 
Fonca. Sir, you muſt know my maſter's heay'nly brain, 
Pregnant with myſteries of metaphy ſicks, 
Grows to an embryo of rare contemplation, 


Which at fu! time brought forth, excels by far 


The armed fruit of Vulcan's midwitry, 
Tat leapt from Jupiter's mighty cranium. 


Fun. 


W hat of all this ? 


Ryrca. Thus one of your bold thunders may abortive,, 
And cauſe that birth mifcarry, that might have prov'd 


An inſtrument of wonders, greater and rarer 


Than Appolionius the magician wrought, 


Pan. Are you your maſter's country man? 


Ronca. Yes : why aſk you? 
Han. Then muſt ] get an interpreter for your language. 
Nonca. Vou need not; with a wind inſtrument my 


maſter made, 


In ſive days you m ay breathe ten hs, 


As perfect as the devil or himielt. 
Pan. When may I ſpeak with him ? 
Ronca. When' t pleaſe the ſtars. 
He pulls you not a hair, nor pares a nail, 
Nor ſtirs a foot without due figuring 


The horoſcope. Sit down awhile, 8 ceaſe you, 


J ſee the heavens incline to his approach. 
Pan What's this, J pray you? 
Roxca.. An engine to catch ſtars, 

A mace to arreſt ſuch planet 

Pour thouſand years under protection 

Of Jupiter and Sol. - 


as have lurlæ d 
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Pan. Pray you ſpenk Engliſh. 
Ron. Sir, tis a perſpicil, the belt under heaven: 
With this I'i] read a leaf of tuat ſmall [liad 
That ama walnut-ſhell was deſk'd, as plainly 
Twelve long miles off, as you ſce Paul's from Highgata. 
Pan, Wouderful workman of ſo rare an inſtrument! 
Fon. ITwill draw the moon ſo near, that you would 
ſwear _. 
The buſh of thorns in't pricks your eyes: the cryſtal 
Ot a large arch multiplies millions, 
Works more then by poini-blanks and by refra ctions 
Optick and ſtrange, ſearcheth ike the eye of truth, 
All eloſeto that have windows. ' iJave at Rome, 
I fee the Pope, his cardinals, and his mule, 
The Engliſh college and the Jeſuits, 
And what they write and do. 
Pan. Let me ſee too. 
Ron. So far you cannot: for this glaſs is fran“ 4 
For eyes of thirty; you are nigh threeſcore. 
But for ſome fifty miles *twill ſerve you, 
With help of a refraQuve glaſs that's yonder.. 
For trial, fir, where are you now ? 
Pan. In London: 
Ron, Ha” you found the als within that chamber > 
Pan. Yes. 
Ros. What ſee you? | 
Pan. Wonders, wonders! I ſeeasin a landſkip 
An honourable throng of noble perſons, 
As clear as I were under the {ame roof: 
Seems by their g:acious brows, and courteous looks 
Something they fee, which if it be indifferent + 
They'll favourably aecept, if otherwiſe 
They'll pardon: who or what they be, I know not. 
Ron. Why that's the court at Cambridge, torty males 
hence: What elſe? 
Pan. A hall thruſt full of bare 1 fo bald, fs 
buſh'd, 
Some bravely branch'd. 
Ron. That's the univerſity | 
| Larded with townſmen. Look you there, What now 
I 


| 
| 
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Pan. What? I ſee Dover pier, a man now landing, 
Attended by two porters that ſeem to groan 
Under the burden of two loads of paper. 

Ron. That's Coriatus Perſicus, and's obſervations 


"Of Ada and Africk. 


Pan. The price? 


Ron. I dare not ſell't. 


But here's another of a ſtranger virtue. 

The great Albumazar by wond'rous art, 

In imitation of this perſpicil, 

Hath fram'd an inſtrument that magnifies 

Objects of hearing, as this doth of ſeeing, 

That you may know each whiſper from Preſter John 


Againſt the wind, as freſh as 'twere deliver'd 


Through a trunk, or Gloſter's liſt'ning wall. 
Pan. And may I ſee it, fir? bleſs me once more. 
Ron. Tis ſomething ceremonious; but you * try't.. 

Stand thus. What hear you ? | 
Pan. Nothing. 
Ron. Set your hands thus, 

That the vertex of the organ may perpendicularly | 

Point out our zenith. What hear you now ? ha, ha, ha. 
Pan, A humming noiſe of laughter. | 
Ron. Why that's the court 


3 And univerſity, that now are merry 


With an old gentleman i in a comedy. What now ? 
Pan. Celeſtial muſick,. but it ſeems far off. 
Liſt, liſt, 'tis nearer now. 
| Rea. Tis muſick 'twixt the acts. What now ? 
Pan. Nothing. | 
Ron. And now ? 
Pan. Muſick again, and ſtrangely delicate, 
O moſt argelical ! they ſing. 
Ren. And now? | 
Sing feveetly that our notes may cauſe 
The heavenly orbs themſelves to pauſe : 
Aud at our muſs ic tand as flill, 
Hs at Jod s amorous will, 
Ss now releaſe them as before, 
7h" have vaited long enoug b, no mare. 


Pan. 


* 
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Pan. Tis gone, give me't again. O do not fo. 
Ron. What hear you now } 
Pan, No more than a dead oyſter. 
© let me ſee this wo.:d'rous inſtrument. 
Ron. Sir, this is called an otacouſticon, 
Pan. A couſticon ® 


Why tis a pair of aſs's ears, and large ones. 


Ron. True; for in ſuch a form the great Albumazas 
Hath fram'd it purpoſely, as fit'ſt receivers 
Of ſounds, as ſpectacles like eyes for fight. 
Pan. What gold will buy it ? ; 
Ron- I'll fell it you when tis finiſh'd. 
As yet the epiglottis is unperfect. - | 
Pan. Soon as you can, and here's ten crowns in earneſt. 
For when *tis done, and I have purchas'd it, 
I mean to entail it on my heirs male for ever, 
Spight of the ruptures of the common law, | 
Ron. Nay, rather give it to Flavia for her jointure : 


For ſhe that marries you, deſerves it richly. 


Act. I. Scen. 4+ 
Cricca, Pandolſo, Ronca. 


Cric. CIR, I have fpoke with Lelio, and he anſwers, 
| Pan. Hang Lelio,. and his anſwers. Come hi- 
| ther, Cricca. | | 
Wonder for me, admire, and be aſtoniſh'd, 
Marvel thyſelf to marble at theſe engines,. 
Theſe ſtrange Gorgonian inſtruments. 
Cric At what? | | 
Pan. At this rare perſpicil and otacouſticon : 
For with theſe two ['ll hear and ſee all ſecrets, 
Urdo intelligencers. Pray let my man ſee 
What's do:ie in Rome; his eyes are juſt as yours are. 
Ron. Pandolfo, are you mad? be wiſe and ſecret ; 
See you the iteep danger you are tumbling in? 
Know you not that theſe inſtruments have power 
Jo unlock the hidden'ſt cloſets of whole lates ? a 
nd. 


WM. 
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16 AL BUMAZAR. 
And you reveal ſuch miſteries to a ſcrvant? 
Sir, be advis d, or elſe you learn no more 


Of our cs philoſophy. 


Pan. Enough. 


What news from i elio? ſhal! I have his ſiſter ? 


Cric. He ſwears and vqws he never will conſent. 
She ſhal} not play with worn antiquities, 


Nor lie with ſnow and ſtatues ? and ſuch replies 
That I om+t for reverence of vour worſhip. 


Pan. Not have his ſiſter? Cricca, I will have F lavia; 
Mau: re his head : by means of this aſtrologer | 


PII er joy Flavia. Are the ſtars yet inclin d 
Jo his divine approacli? | 


Ron. One minute brings him. 
Cric. What '{trologer ? 
Pan. The learned man I told thee, 


Ihe high almanack of Germany, an Indian 


Far beyond Trebeſond and i ripoli, 
Cloſe by the world's end: a rare conjurer, 
And great aſtrologer. His name, pray fir? 
Non. Albumazarro Meteoroicopico. 
Cric A name of force to hang him without trial. 
Pan As he excels in ſcience, ſo in title. 
He tells of loſt plate, horſes, and ſtray'd catte!, 
Directiy, as he had ſtol'n them all himſelf. 
Cric. Or he, or ſome of his confederates. 
Pan. As thou reſ pects thy life, look to thy tongue, 
Albumazar has an otacouſticon. 
Be ſilent, reverend, and admire his ſkill. 
See what a promiſing countenance appears! 
Stand ſtill and wonder, wonder and ſtand ſtill. 


Act. I. Scen. 5. 


Albumazar,,. Ronca, Pandolfo, "OW 


ONCA, the bunch of planets new nnd | 
out 


Henging at the end of my beſt perſpicil, 


Send 


| Let che twelve houſes of the horoſcope 


* 


Send them to Galilæo at Padua: = 
Let him beſtow them where he pleaſe. - But the flars 
Lately diſcover'd *twixt the horns of Aries, 

Are as a preſent for Pandolfo's marriage, 

And hence ftiPd Sidera Pando'frra, 


Pan. My marriage, Cricca! he foreſt es my marriage: 
O moſt celeftial Albumazar ! 


Cc. And ſends y' a preſent from the head of Aries. 
Alb. My almanack made for the meridian 


And height of Japan, give't th' Eaſt- India company; 


There may they ſmell the price of cioves and peppe . 
Monkeys and China diſhes five years enſuing, 

And know the ſucceſs of the voyage of Magores 

Fer in the volume of the firmament, 


Wie children of the ſtars read things to come, 


As clearly as poor mortals ſtories paſt 
In Speed or Hollingſhead. 
Ron. The perpetual motion 


With a true larum in't to run twelve hours 
Fore Mahomet's return. 


Alb. Deliver it ſafe 


To a Turkey factor, bid him with care preſent it 
From me to the houfe of Ottoman. 
Ron. I will, ſir. 


Cric. Pray you ſtand here, and wonder 1 now for meg 


Be aſtoniſh'd at his Gorgon, for I cannot. 


Upon my life he proves a meer impoſtor. 
Pan. Peace, not a word, be ſilent and admire. 
Alb. As for the iſſue of the next ſummer's war,. 


| ReveaPt to none, keep it to thyſelf in ſecret, 


As a touch- ſtone of my {kill in propheſy. Begone. 
Ron. I go, fir. 
1b. Signior Pandolfo, I pray you pardon me, 
Exotical diſpatches of great conſequence 
Staid me; and caſting the nativity 
Outh' Cham of Tartary, and a private conference. 
With a mercurial intelligence. 
Ware welcome in a good hour, better minute, 
Beſt ſecond, happieſt third, fourth, fifth, and ſcruple- 
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Be lodg'd with fortitudes and fortunates, 
To make you bleſt in your defigns, Paiſdolfo. 


Pan. Were't not much trouble to your ſtarry employ- 
ments, 


I a poor mortal would intreat your furtherance | 


In a terreſtrial buſineſs. 


Alb. My emphemeris lies, 
Cr I foteſee your errand : thus, *tis thus. 
You had a neighbour call'd Antonio, 


A widower like yourſelf, whoſe only daughter, | 


Flavia, you love, and heas much admir'd 
Your child Sulpitia. Is not this right? 
Pan. Yes, fir : O ſtrange ! Cricca, admire in ſilence. 
Alb. You two decreed a counter-match betwixt you, 
And pufpoſed to truck daughters. Is't not ſo ? 


Par. Juſt as you fay't. Cricca, admire and wonder. 


Cric. This is no ſuch ſecret :; look to yourſelf, hell ; 


cheat you. 
Alb. Antonio, after this match concluded, 
Having great ſums of gold in Barbary, 
Deſi res of you, before he conſummate 
"The rites of matrimony, he might go thither 


For three months; but now *tis three and three 


Since he embark'd, and is not yet returu'd; 
Now, fir, your buſineſs is to me, to know 
Whether Antonio be dead or living. 
I'l tell you inſtantly. 
Pan. Haſt thou reveal'd it? 
J told it none but thee. 
Cric. Not J. 
Pan. Why ſtare you ? 
Are you not well ? 
Alb. I wander 'twixt the poles 
And heavenly hinges, mongſt excentricals, 
Centers, concentricks, circles, and epicycles. 
To hunt out an aſpect fit for your buſineſs. 
Cric. Mean oftentation ! for ſhame awake yourfelf. 
Alb. And fince the lamp of heaven 1s newly entred 


Into Cancer, old Antonio is ſtark dead, 


Prown'd in che ſea, lane dead; for radius direBorins 
n 
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In the ſixth houſe; and the waining moon by Capri” 
corn, 
He- s dead, he's dead. 
Cric. Tis an ill time to marry. 
The moon grows fork'd, and walks with Capricorn. 
Pan. Peace, fool; theſe words are full of myſtery, 
Alb. What ominous face, and diſmal countenance, 
M,ark'd for diſaſters, hated of all the heavens, 
ls this that follows you? 
Pian. He is my ſervant, 
A plain and honeſt ſpeaker ; ; but no harm in him. 
Cric. What ſee you in my face? 
Alb. Horror and darkneſs, death and gallowſes: 
I'd ſwear thou wert hang's, ftood'ſt thou but two foot 
I higher ; hh 
But now the ſtars threaten a nearer death. 
Sir, ſend to toll his knell. | 
Pan. What, is he dead ? 
Alb. He ſhall be, by the dint of many ftabs ; 
Only I ſpy a little hope of 'fcaping 
* Thro' the clouds, and foul aſpects of death. 
| Cric. Sir, pray give no credit to this cheater ; 
Or, with his words of art, he'll make you dote 


As "much on his feign'd fkill, as on fair Flavia. 


In 
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Act. | Scen. 6. 


Harpaz, Furbo, — Pandol fo, Cricea: 


Har. CTA, villain, ſtay ; tho' ſafety 'iſelf defend 
| Thou dieft. [ thee, 
Fus. Come, do thy worſt, thruſt ſuxg, or die. 
Cric. For heaven's ſake, gentlemen] ay your hands: 
help, help, 


Help, Albumazar. 


Harp. Thus to the hinderer 


Of my revenge. 


F 


Cric. Save me, Albumazar. 


: Furb. And thus, and thus, and thus. Cries 


17 
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Cric. Maſter, I die,. I die. want 


Harp. Flieſt thou, baſe coward ? Tis not ay heels 
can ſave thee. 


7 


3 | _ 
| IM 
AK. I. Sen. 7. 1 
Albamazar, Pandolfo, Cricca. 1 
Cric. H, oh b = 
Pan. What ails thee, Cricca? ; 
Cric. 1 am dead, I am dead. | 
Trouble yourſelf no more, 'T 
Pas. What dead, and ſpeak'ſt? 0 
Cric. Only there's left a little breath to tell you. 23 
Pan. Why, where art hurt ? 5 
Cric. Stab'd with a thouſand daggers; © 
My heart, my lights, my liver, and my — 3 
Pierc'd like a ſieve. 44 
Pan. Here's not a wound: ſtand * 1 
*T'is but thy fear. i 
Cric.. Tis but one wound all over: 
Softly, oh, ſoftly- You have loft the trueſt ſervants 
F arewel, J die. 


Alb. Live by my courteſy ; ſtand up and breathe, 
The dangerous and malignant influence is paſt; 
But thank my charity t. at put by the blows, 

Ihe leaſt of which threaten'd a dozen graves. 
Now learn to ſcoff divine aſtrology, 
And light her ſervants. 

Cric.. A ſurgeon, good fir, a ſurgeon. | 

Pan, Th'art well, th'art well. 

Cric. Now I perceive I am: 


PY —_—  — _. „ 8 bs. | 


I pray you pardon me, divine aſtrologer. 


Alb. I do: but henceforth laugh at aſtrology, , 
And call her ſervant cheaters, 

Pan. Now, to our buſineſs. On good Albumazar. 

Alb. Now, ſince the moon paſſeth from Capricorn, 
'Thro' Aquarius, to the. watry fign of Piſces, 


3 
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Antonio's drown'd, and is devour'd by fiſhes, 


— 


Pan. Is't certain? 

Alb. Certain. 

Pan. Then let my earneſtneſs 
Intreat your ſkill a favour. 


416. It ſhall. But firſt 


I' tell You what you mean to.aſk me. 


Pan. Strange! 
Alb. Antonio dead, that promis'd you his daughter, 


' Your buſineſs is to intreat me raiſe his ghoſt, 
And force it to ſtay,at home, till it have perform'd 
Ihe promiſe paſt, and ſo return to reſt. 


Pan. That, that, ye'ave hit it, moſt divine Albumazar. 
Alb. Tis a hard thing; for deprivatione ad habitum 


non datum regreſſus. 


| O what. a buſineſs, what a maſter-piece 


*Tis to raiſe up his ghoſt, whoſe body's eaten 


By fim! This work deſires a planetary intelligence 
Of Jupiter and Sol, and theſe great ſpirits | 


Are proud, fantaſtical. It afks much charges 


Joo entice them from the guiding of their ſpheres, 


To wait on mortals, 


Pan. So I may hare my purpoſe, ſpare for no coſt. 


Alb. Sir, ſpare your ꝓurſe; Pll do it an eaſier way; 
| The work ſhall coſt you nothing. 


We have an art is call'd præſtigiatory, 


That deals with ſpirits, and intelligences 
Of meaner office and condition, | 
| Whole ſervice craves ſmall charges: with one of theſe 


I'll change ſome ſervant, or good friend of yours, 
To the perfect ſhape of this Antonio; 


Zar. 9 
orn, 
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So like in face, behaviour, ſpeech, and action, 
That all the town ſtall ſwear Antonio lives. 

Pan, Moſt necromantical aſtrologer, 
Do this, and take me for your ſervant ever. 
And for your pains, after the transformation, 
This chain is yours: it coſt two hundred pound, 
Beſide the jewel. 

Alb. After the work is finiſh'd ! then how now ? 
What lines are theſe that look ſanguineous, 


As 


Mounted th' horizon in the ſign of Aries, 
With theſe walk as unwounded as Achilles, 
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As if the ſtars conjur'd to do you miſchiefs ? 
Pan. How, mean you me ? | 

Alb. They're duſky marks of Saturn: 
It ſeems ſome ſtone ſhall fall upon your head, 
Threat'ning a fracture of the pericranium. 

Pan. Cricca, come hither; fetch me my ſtaff again; 
'Fhreeſcore and ten's return'd : a general palſy 
Shakes out the love of Flavia with a fear. H 
Is there no remedy ? | 


Alb. Nothing, but patience. | f 
The planet threatens fo, whoſe prey you are. ; 
The ſtars and planets daily war together; 13 
For, ſhould they ſtand at truce but one half hour, V 
This wond'rous machine of the world would ruin: % 
Who can withſtand their powerful influence? = L 


Pan. You with your wiſdom, good Albumazar. 
Alb. Indeed, th* Egyptian Ptolomy the wile, 
Pronounc'd it as an oracle of truth, ſapiens dominabitar 
_ afrris. | : 
Who's above there? Ronca, bring down the cap 
Made in the point of Mercury being aſcendant. , 


Here, put it on; and in your hand this image, 


Fram'd on a Tueſday, when the fierce God of war | 


Dipt by his mother Thetis. 

Pa-. You bind me to your ſervice, 
Alb. Next get the man you purpoſe to transform, 
And meet me here. 15 

Pan. I will nat fail to find you, | 
Alb. Mean while, with ſcioferical inſtrument, 
By way of azimuth and almicantarath, 
Tl ſeck ſome happy point in heaven for you. 
Pa-. I reſt your ſervant, ſir. 
Alb. Let all the ſtars 
Guide you with moſt propitious influence. 


itan 
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Act. I. Scen. 8. 


Pardolfo, Cricca. 


Pau. LTERE's a ſtrange man, indeed, of {kill pro- 
| | found ! 

' How right he knew my buſineſs fore he ſaw me ! 
And how thou ſcoff'ſt him when we talk'd in private! 
Tiis a brave inſtrument his otacouſticon. 

Cric. In earneſt, fir, I took him for a cheaters. 
As many, under name of cunning men, 


With promiſe of aſtrology, much abuſe 


The gaping vulgar, wronging that ſacred {kill 
That in the flars reads all our actions. 


Pan. Are there no arches o'er our heads ? Look, 
Cricca. 
Cric. None but the arch of heaven; that cannot fall. 
Pan. Is not that made of marble ? I have read 
A ſtone dropt from the moon; and much I fear 
The fit ſhould take her now, and voul another. | 
Cric. Fear nothing, ſir; this charm'd mercurial cap 
Shields from the fall of mountains; tis not a ſtone 
Can check his art: walk boldly. 
i Pax, I do. Let's in. 


Fi, is Ad. 1. 
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Act. II. Scen, 1. 


Tri: calo, Armellina 


1 Trin. E that ſaith I am not in love, he lies de caps 


+ a pie; for I am idle, choicely neat in my 


clothes, valiq:t, and extreme witty. My meditations 
are loaded with metaphors, i ſongs, and ſonnets; not a dog 


ſhakes 


* 
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makes his tail, but I ſigh out a paſſion : thus do I to my 


miſtreſs; but, alas, I kiſs tbe dog, and ſhe kicks me. I 


never ſee a young wanton filly, but ſay I, there goes Ar- 


mellina ; nor a luſty ſtrong aſs, but I remember myſelf, 
and fit down to conſider, what a goodly race of mules 
would inherit, if the were Welling: only I want .utter- 
ance, and that's a main mark of love too, | 

Ar mM. Trincalo, Trincalo. | 

Trin. O, *tis Armellina ! Now if ſhe have the wit.to 


Fortune, and Red Bull, where 1 learn all the words I 
{peak and underſtand not. 

Arm. Trincalo, what price bears wheat and ſaffron, 
that your band's ſo ſtiff and -yellow.?--not a word--Why, 


Trincalo, what buſineſs in town? how do all at Tot- 
nam ?—grown mute ?— What do you bring from the 


country? | 
'Trin. There "tis. Now are my flood gates drawn, 
and I'll ſurround her. What have I brought, ſweet bit 


: begin, as I mean ſhe ſhouli, then will I confound her | | 
with compliments, drawn from the plays I ſee at the 


of beauty? a hundred thouſand ſalutations o th* elder _ 


houſe to your moſt illuſtrious honour and worſhip. 


Arm. To me theſe vitles? Is your baſket full of no- 
thing Elſe? 


Trin, Full of the fruits of love, moſt reſplendent lady; 


a preſent to your worthineſs from your worſhip's poor 


vaſſal Trincalo. 


Arm. My life on't, he ſcrap'd theſe compliments from | 


his cart the laſt load he carried for the progreſs, What 
ha' you read, that makes you grow ſo eloquent? 

Jin. Sweet madam, I read nothing but the lines of 
your ladyſhip's countenance ; and defire only to kiſs the 


ſkirts of your garments, if you youchſafe me not the hap- 


pineſs of your white hands. 

Arm. Come, give's your baſket, and take it. 

Tin. O ſweet | now will I never waſh my mouth after, 
nor breathe but at my noſtrils, leſt I loſe the taſte of her 
fingers. Armellina, I muſt tell you a ſecret, if you 1 

make much on't. 

Arm, As it deſerves, What 1s't ? | 

. „ . | Trin, 
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Tria TI love you, dear morſel of modelly, I love you; 


and ſo truly, that I'll make you miſtreſs of my thoughts, 
lady of my revenues, and commit all my moveables into 


your hands; that is, I“ Il give you an earneſt kiſs in the 


les highway of matrimony. 
ter- Jem. Is this the end of all this buſineſs ? 
Trin. This is the end of all this buſineſs, moſt beauti- 
„ ful, and moſt worthy to be moſt beautiful lady. | 
tio | 4m. Hence, fool, hence. | 
her Trin. Why, now ſhe knows my meaning, let it work. 
the She put up the fruit in her lap, and threw away the 
5 I baſket: 'tis a plain fign ſhe abhors the words, and em- 
| braces the meaning. O lips, no lips, but leaves be- 
ON, ſmear'd with mel-dew ! O dew, no dew, but drops of 
by, honey-combs! O combs, no combs, but fountains full of 
ot- tears! O tears, no tears, but- 
the 
wn, E : 
a Act II. Scen. 2. 
no- Pandulfe, Trincals. 
dy; Pan. Ricca denies me: no perſuaſions, | 
we Proffers, rewards, can work him to transform, 
LTLl.onder's my country farmer, Trincalo : 
rom Never in fitter time, good Trincalo. 
hat Trin. Like a lean horſe t' a freſh and luſty paſture. 
| Pan. What rent do'ſt pay me for thy farm at Totnamy 
s of Trin, Ten pound; and find it too dear a penyworth. 
the Pan. My hand, here. Take it rent-free for three 
hap- lives, | 
To ſerve me in a buſi ink I'll employ thee. 
Trin, Serve you? [I'll ſerve, reſerve, conſerve, pre- 
ſter, ſerve, 
op ; | Deſerve you for th* one half. O Armellina, 
wll j A jointure, ha, a jointure ! What's your employment ? 
Pian. Here's an aſtrologer has a wond'rous ſecret, 
To transform men to other ſhapes and perſons, 
rin. * 


T-;x. | 
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Trin. How, transform things to men ? I'll bring nine 
taylors, 
Refus'd laſt muſter, ſhall give five winks a-piece 
To ſhape three men of ſervice out of all, 
And grant him the remnant ſhreds above the bargain. 
Pan. e i if thou'lt let him change thee, take this 
eaſe, 
Drawn ready ; put what lives thou pleaſeſt. 

Trin. Stay, fir. 

Say I am transform'd ; who ſhall enjoy the leaſe, 
I, or the perſon I muſt turn to? 

Pan, Thou, | | 
Thou. The reſemblance laſts but one whole day ; 
Then home true farmer, as thou wert before. 

Trin. Where - ſhall poor Trincalo be ? how's this, 

| transform'd ? 

Tranſmuted, how? not I. I love myſelf 


Better than ſo: there's no leaſe. I'd not venture 


For the whole fee-ſimple. 
Pan. Tell me the difference 


Betwixt a fool and a wiſe man. 


Trin. As twixt your worſhip and myſelf. 
Pan, A wile man 


| Accepts all fair occaſions of advancement, 
Flies no commodity for fear of danger, 


Ventures and gains, lives eaſily, drinks good wine, 


Fares neatly, is richly cloath'd, in worthieſt company; 
While your poor fool and clown, for fear of peril, 
Sweats hourly for a dry brown cruſt to bedward, 
And wakes all night ior want of moiſture. 


Trin. Well, ſir, 


Id rather ſtarve in this my lov'd i 8 


Than hazard thus my life for others looks, 

Change is a kind of death, I dare not try it. 

Pan. Tis not ſo dangerous as thou tak'ſt it; we'll 

only 

A'ter thy count nance for a day, Imagine 

Thy face maſk'd only; or that thou dream'ſt all night 

Thou wer 'r apparel'd in Antonio's form. 

And, waking, find thyielf true T rincalo. 
. Trix. 


F 
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Trin. Antoino's form! was not Antonio a gendeman? 


Pan. Yes, and a neighbour ; that's his houſe. 
Trin. O ho! 


Now do I ſmell th' aſtrologer's trick: he'll ſteep me 


in. 
this 


In ſoldier's blood, or boil me in a caldron 
Of barbarous law French; or anoint me over 


With ſupple oil of great mens ſervices; | 
For theſe three means raiſe yeemen to the gentry. 
Pardon me, fir ; I hate thoſe medicines. Fie! 
All my poſterity will ſmell and taſte on't, 


this, 


Long as the houſe of Trincalo endures, 


Pan. There's no ſuch buſineſs; thou ſhalt only ſeem 
ſo, 
nd thus deceive Antonio's family. 
' ATrin. Are you aſſur'd? 'twould grieve me to be 
bray'd 
In a huge mortar, wrought to paſte, and a 
To this Antonio's mould. Grant I be turn'd: what 
then? | 
Pan. Enter his houſe, be reverenc'd by his ſervants, 


And give his daughter Flavia to me in marriage. 
The circumſtances I'll inftru& thee after, 


Trin. Pray give me leave: this fide ſays do't, this do 
not. 


Before I leave you, Tom Trincalo, take my counſel : 
Thy miftreſs Armellina is Antonio's maid, 


And thou, in his ſhape, may ſt poſſeſs her: turn. 


But if I be Antonio, then Antonio 
Enjoys that happineſs, not Trincalo. 
A pretty trick to make myſelf a cuckold ! 

No, no; there, take your leaſe. I'll hang firſt, Soft. 
Be not ſo cholerick, Thomas. If I become Antonio, 
Then all his Riches follow. This fair occaſion 


we'll 
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Once vaniſh'd, hope not the like; of a ſtark clown, 
| I ſhall appear ſpeck and ſpan a gentleman. 

A pox of ploughs and carts, and whips and horſes. 
Then Armellina ſhall be given to Trincalo, 


Three hundred crowns her portion. We'll get a boy, 

And call him Transformation Trincalo: 

I'l do t, ſir > | 
| 8 B 2 Par. 
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P.. Art reſolv'd? | 
Trin. Refſoly'd ! 'tis done; | 
With this condition : after I have given your worſhip 


My daughter Flavia, you ſhall then move my worſhip, _ 


And much intreat me, to beſtow my maid 
Upon myſelf, I ſhould ſay Trincalo. 
Pan. Content ; and, for thy ſake, will make her por- 
tion : : 
Two hundred 27 | 
Trin. Now are you much deceiv'd : 
I never meant it. 
Pan, How ? : 
Trin. I did but jeſt; 
And yet, my hand, I'll do't : for I am mutable, 


And therefore apt to change. Come, come, fir, quickly, | 


Let's to th' aſtrologer, and there transform, 

Reform, conform, deform me at your pleaſure, 

I loath this country countenance. Diſpatch : my ſkin 
Ttches, like ſnakes in April, to be cut off. 

Quickly, O quickly, as you love Flavia, quickly, 


__ 


* 


An 


Albumazar, Pandolfo, Roca, Trincalo. 


Alb. OlIgnior Pandolfo, y' arrive in happieſt hour: 

| 8 If the ſeven planets were your neareſt kindred, 
And all the conſtellations your allies; | 
Were the twelve houſes, and the inns o' th' zodiack, 
Your own fee-ſimple, they could ne'er have choſen 

A fitter place to favour your deſires. | 

For the great luminaries look from Hilech, 

And midft of heaven, in angles, conjunctions, 

And fortunate aſpects, a trine and ſextile, 

Ready to pour propitious influences. 


Pan. Thanks to your power and courteſy, that lo 


plac'd them. | 
That is the man that's ready for the buſineſs. 


\ 
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To fit theſe fingers to Antonio s gloves. 
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Alb. Of a moſt happy count'nance, and timber fit 
To ſquare to th' gentry : his looks as apt for changing, 


As he were cover'd with chamelions ſkins. 


Trin. Except my hands, and twill be troubleſome 


Pau. Pray let's about the work as ſoon as may- be. - 
Alb. Firſt chuſe a large low room, whoſe door's full 
Eaſt, 


Or near inclining: for th' avieutal quarter's 
Moſt bountiful of favours. 


Pan. I have a parlour. 


Of a great ſquare, and height as you defire it. 


Alb. Southward muſt look a wide and ſpacious wis+ 
dow : 


: | For howſoever Omar, ' Alchabition, 


Hali, Albenezra, from ſomething to diflent ; 


| Yet Zoroaſtres, ſon of Oromaſus, 

| Hiarcha, Brachman, Theſpion, Oymnoſophiſt, 
Gebir, and Budda Baby lonicus, 

With all the ſubtile Cabaliſts and Chaldees, 

ö Swear the beſt influence for our metamorphoſis, 
Stoops from the South, or, as ſome ſay, South-eaſt. 


Fan. This room's as fit as you had made it of purpoſe. 
Trin. Now do I feel the calf of my right leg - 
Tingle, dwindle to ch' ſmallneſs of a bed-ſtaff 


Such a ſpeech more, turns my high ſhoes ſtrait boots. 


Rin. Neter were thoſe a ithors cited to better purpoſe, 
For, thro' that window, all Pandolfo's treaſures 


Muſt take their flight, and fall upon my ſhoulders. 


Alb. Now if this light meridional had a large caſe- 
ment, 
That over-look'd ſome unfrequented alley, 


 *T'were much more proper; for th' intelligences 
Are nice and coy, ſcorning to mix their eſſence 
With throng'd diſturbance of croſs multitudes. 


Ron. Spoken by art, Albumazar ; a provident ſetter ; ; 


For ſo ſhall we receive what thou hand'ſt out, 
nat ſo 


Free from diſcovery. But, in my conſcience, 
All windows point f "outh for ſuch a buſineſs. 


Ab. 


Pan, Goto my houſe, ſatisfy your curious choice; 
B 3 | But, 
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But, credit me, this parlour's fit; it neighbours 
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To a blind alley, that, in buſieſt term- time, 

Feels not the footing of one paſſenger. 

Alb. Now then declining from J heourgia, 

Artenoſaria, Pharmacia, rejecting 

Necro-puro-geo-hydro-cheiro-coſcinomancy, 

With other vain and ſuperſtitious ſciences, 

We'll anchor at the art preſtigiatory, 

That repreſents one figure for another, 

With ſmooth deceit abuſing th' eyes of mortals. 
Trin. O my right arm! *tis alter'd; and methinks 

Longs cou a ſword. Theſe words have flain a plow- 


Alb. 1 fince the moon's the only planet changing, 


For from the N eomenia, in ſeven days, 
To the Dicotima, in ſeven more to th' Pauſelinum, 


And in as much from Plenilunium 
1 horow Dicotima to Neomenia, | 


_ *Tis ſhe muſt help us in this operation. 


Trin. What towns are theſe ? The Crangencls of theſe 
names 
Hath ſcal'd the marks of many a painful harveſt, 
And made my new peel'd finger itch for dice. 
Pan, Deeply conſider d, wond'rous Albumazar ! 
Olet me kiſs thoſe lips that low with ſcience. 
Alb. For, by her various looks ſhe intimates 
To underſtanding {ouls, that only ſhe 
Hath pow'r t effect a true formation. 
Cauſe then your parlour to be kept carefully, 


Waſt'd, rubb'd, perfum'd, bang'd round, from top to 


bottom, 
With pure white lunary tap 'iry, or need!e-work ; 
But if *twere cloth of filver, twere much better. 
Ron. Good good! a rich beginning: good! what's 
next? 
Alb Spread all the floor with fineſt Holland ſheets, 
And over them fair damaſk table- -cloths.z, 


Above all theſe, draw me chaſte ere 


'The room, the work, and works uſt be pure. 
Trin With virgins aprons ? hole compaſs of 
this city Cannot 
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Cannot afford a dozen. 


Ren. So, there's ſhirts 


And bands to furniſh all on's for a c month. 


Alb. An altar in the midſt, loaded with plate 


Of filver baſons, ewers, cups, candleſticks, 


ks 2 
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Flaggons, and beakers, ſalts, chargers, caſting- bottles. 
Twere not amiſs to mix Gr bowis of gold, 
So they be maſſy, the better to reſemble 


Ihe lovely brotherhood of Sol and Luna: 


| Alſo ſome diamonds for Jupiter. 


For by the whiteneſe, and bright ſparkling luftres, 
Wee allure th'intelligences to deſcend. 


Ron. Furbo and J are thoſe intelligences 


That muſt attend upon the myſtery. 


Alb. Now for the ceremonious ſacrifice, 
Provide ſuch creatures as the moon delights in; 
Two ſucking lambs, white as the Alpine ſnow : 


Yet if they have a mole or two, 'twill paſs: 
Ihe moon herſelf wants not her ſpots. 


Pan. Lis true. 


Ren, Were they hell-black, we'd make a gutt to eat 
them. 
Alb. White capons, Pheaſants, pigeons: one little 
black · bird 
Would ſtain and ſpoil the work. Get ſeveral wines 
To quench the holy embers : Rheniſh, Greek wine, 
White Muſkadel, Sherry, and rich Canary, 
So't be not grown too yellow; for the quicker, 
Briſker, and older, the better for theſe ceremonies: 
The more abundance, ſooner ſhall we finiſh. 
For *tis our rule, in ſuch like buſineſſes, | 
Who ſpares moſt, ſpends moſt. Either this muſt do t. 


Or th' revolution of five hundred years 
Cannot: ſo fit are ail the heavens to help us. 


Non. A thouſand thanks! thou'lt make a complete 
| cheat, 


| Thus, loaded. with this treaſure, 1 with wine, 
q Strengthen'd with meat, we'll carry thee in triumph, 


As the great general of our atchievement. 
Tam: Sir, for rich plate and jewels I have ſtore ; 
B 4 By 
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And not a word, on peril of thy life. 


But. if 1 miſs theſe flags of yeomanry, 
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Pat know not how to furniſh you with hangings. 

416, Cannot you borrow from the thops ? Four hours 
Shall render all as fair as you receiv'd it. 

Pau. That can I eaſily do. 

Alb. And here you ſit: | | 
If you chance meet with boxes of white comfits, 


Marchpaue, and dry ſucket, macaroons, and diet- bread, 
will help on well, 


Ron. Io furniſh out our banquet. 
Alb. I had clean forgot; we muſt have ambergriſe, 
The grayeſt can be found, ſome dozen ounces; 
I'li uie but half a dram; but 'tis our faſhion 
T” offer a little from a greater lump. 
Pan. All ſnall be done with expedition. 
Alb. And, when your man's transform'd, the chain 
you promis'd 8 4 


Pan. My nand; My deeds ſhall wait upon my pro- 
miſe, 


Alb. Lead then, with happy foot, to view the ” 
chamber. 1 
Pan. I go, fir. Trincalo, attend us here, | 


— 
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Trin. Sir, if they kill me, I'll not ftir a foot; 
And, if r 5 5 1 d out, not ſpeak a word. 


* 
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Act. II. Scen. 4. 


Trincalo, Cricca. 


Trin. What buſineſs tis to be transform' d! 
My maſter talks of four and twenty hours; 


Gilt in the ſtead, and ſhine in the bloom of gentry, | of 
Tis not their ſtrology, nor ſacrifice, 

Shall force me caſt that coat. I'Il ne'er part with't, 
Till I be ſheriff of th' county, and in commiſſion 
Of peace and quorum. Then will I get m' a clerk, 
A practis'd fellow, wiſer than my worſhip, 


And 
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And domineer amongſt my fearful neighbours, 
And feaſt them bountifully with their own bribes. 
Ciric. Trincalo! | | 
Trin. I' wear a gold chain at every quarter ſeſſions, 
Look big, and grave, and ſpeak not one wiſe word. 
Cric. 'Trincalo ! 1 = | 
Trin. Examine wenches got with child, and curiouſly 
Search all the circumſtances : have blank mittimuſſes 
Printed in reidineſs ; breathe nought but ſircah, 
Rogne, ha ? how ? hum ? conſtable, look to your charge. 
Then vouch a ſtatute, and a Latin ſentence, 
Wide from the matter. | 
Cric. Trincalo ! 
Trin. Licence all ale-houſes, | 
Match my ſon Transformation t' a knight's daughter, 
And 8 bouncing pedigree of a Welch herald: and 
then | 
Cric. What in ſuch ſerious meditations ? 
Trin. Faith no; but building caſtles in the air, 
While th' weather's fit: O Cricca, ſuch a buſineſs ! 
Cric. What 1s't ? | . 
Tin. Nay ſoft, they re ſecrets of my maſter ; 
Lock'd in my breaſt : he has the key at's purſe ſtrings. 
- Cri. = maſter's ſecret ? keep it, good farmer, 
| eep it, | : 
I would — lend an ear to't, if thou didſt hire me, 
Farewell. | 
Trin. O how it boils and ſwells ! if I keep*t longer, 
"Twill grow t'impoſtume in my breaſt, and choak me. 
Cricca |! . | 
Cric. Adieu, good Trincalo ; the ſecrets of our betters 
Are dangerous, I dare not know't. | 
Tiyin. But hear'lt thou, | 
| Say I ſhould tell, canſt keep't as cloſe as I do ? 8 
* Cric. Ves: but I had rather want it. Adieu. 
Trin. Albumazar —— | 
Cric. Farewell. 
Trin. Albumazar 
Cric. Pr'ythee. 
Trin. Albumazar, 
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Th'aſtrologer hath undertook to change me 
I' Antonio's ſhape: this done, muſt I give Flavia 
To my old maſter, and his maid to Trincalo. 
Cric. But where's Pandolfo and Albumezar ? 
Trin. Gone newly home to chooſe a chamber fitting 
For tranſmutation.—So, now my heart's at eaſe. 
Cric. J fear the ſkill and cunning of Albumazar 
With his black art, by whom Pandolfo ſeeks 
To compaſs Flavia, ſpight of her brother Lelio, 
And his own ſon Eugenio that loves her dearly. 
F'il loſe no time, but find them, and reveal 
The plot and work to croſs this accident. 
But Trincalo, art thou ſo raſh and vent'rous 
To be transform'd with hazard of thy life ? 
Trin, What care I for a life, that have a leaſe 
For three : but I am certain there's no danger in't.. 
Cric. No danger |! cut thy finger, and that pains thee; 
Then what will't do to ſhred and mince thy carkaſs, 
Bury*t in horſe-dung, mould it new, and turn it 
'T*Antomio ? and when th'art chang'd, if Lelio 
Smell out your plot, what worlds of puniſhment 
Thou muſt endure ? Poor Trincalo ! the deſire 
'Of gains abuſes thee : be not transform'd. | 
Cric. Cricca, thou underſtandeſt not : for Antonio, 
Whom I reſemble, ſuffers all: not I. | 
Trin. Yonder they come, I'll hence and hafte to Lelio. 


— 


Act. II. Scen. 5. 


Albumazar, Pandolfo, Cricca, Trincals. 

Alb. HE chamber's fit: provide the plate and 

hangings, - 
And other neceſſaries: give ſtrict order 
The room be cleans'd, perfum'd, and hang'd ; mean 

| while, 

With aſtrolabe and meteoroſcope, 
T'll find the cuſp and alfridaria, | o 
And know what planet is in cazimi. Pan. 


* 
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Pan. All ſhall be ready, fir, as you command it. 
Trin. Doctor Albumazar, I have a vein of drinking, 
And artery of leachery runs through my body : 
Pray, when you turn me gentleman, preſerve 
Thoſe two, if 't may be done with reputation. 
Alb. Fear ngg I'll only call the firſt good fellowſhip, 
And th'other civil recreation. 
Trin. And when you come to th' heart, ſpoil not the 
love'of Armellina ; | 
And in my brain leave as much diſcretion 
As may ſpy falſhood in a tavern reckoning ; 
And let me alone for bounty to wink and pay t. 
And if you change me perfectly, 
III bring y'a dozen knights for cuſtomers. 
Alb. J warrant thee.— Sir, are you well inſtructed 
In all theſe neceſſaries? 
Pan, They're in my tabbe-book. | 
Aab. Forget not clothes for th* new transform'd and 
robes 
For me to ſacriñce. you know the faſhion. 
Pll rather change five, than apparel one: 
For men have living ſouls, clothes are unanimate. 
Pan. Here, take this ring, deliver it to my brother, 
An officer in the wardrobe, he'll furniſh you 
With robes and clothes of any ſtuff or faſhion. 
Alb. Almuten Alchochoden of the ſtars attend you. 
Pan. I kiſs your hands, divine aſtrologer. 


AR, II. Scen. 6. 


Pandolfo, Trincalo. 


Pan. quickly, Trincalo, to my child Sulpitia, 
Bid her lay out my faireſt damaſk table» 
Ache 
2 faireſt Holland ſheets, all the ſilver plate, 
wo goflips cups of gold: my greateſt diamonds: 
Make haſte, " N 18 | 
| B 6 | Trin. 
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Trin, As faſt as Alchochoden and Almuten 
Can carry me : for ſure theſe two are devils. 

Pan. This is that bleſſed day I ſo much long'd for: 
Four hours attendance, till my man be chang'd, 


Faſt locks me in the lovely arms of Flavia, Away 
Trincalo. 


How flow the day ſlides on ! when we Eſire 
Time's haſte, it ſeems to loſe a match with lobſters, 
And when we wiſh him ſtay, he imps his wings 


With feathers plum'd with thought. Why, Trincalo ! 


Trin. Here, fir. © | 
Pian. Come, let's away for cloth of ſilver, 
Wine and materials for the ſacrifice. 


_— 
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Act. II. Scen. 7. 


Lelio, Eugenio, Cricca. ; 


Le. Ugenio, theſe words are wonders paſt belief. 
Is your old father of ſo poor a judgment, 
Ta think it in the power of man to turn 
One perſon to another ? 
Eug. Lelio, bis deſire 
T*enjoy your filler Flavia, begets hope, 
Which like a waking dream, makes falſe appearance 
Lively as truth itſelf. | 
Le. But who's the man 
*T hat works theſe miracles ? 
Eug. An aſtrologer, 
Le. How deals ai rology with tranſmutation ? 
Cric. Under the vail and colour of aſtrology, 
He clouds his helliſh {kill in necromancy. 
Believe it by ſome art, or falſe impoſture, 
He'll much diſturb your love, and yours, Eugenio. 
Le. Eugenio, tis high time for tawake. 
And as you love our Flavia, and I 
Your ſiſter fair Sulpitia ; let's do ſomething 
Worthy their beauties. Who falls into a ſea 
ED. 1 Spwoln 
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Swoln big with tempeſt, but he boldly bears 
The waves with arms and legs, to ſave his life? 


So let us ſtrive gainſt troublous ſtorms of love. 


With our beſt power, leſt after we aſcribe 
The loſs to our dull negligence, not fortune. 
 Eug. Lelio, had I no intereſt in your ſiſter, 


The holy league of friendſhip ſhould command me, 


Beſides the ſeconding Sulpitia's love, 
Who to your nobleneſs commends her life. 
Le. She cannot out-love me, nor you out-friend me, 
For th* ſacred name whereof, I have rejected 
Y our father's offers, importunities, 
Letters, conditions, ſervants, friends, and. laſtly 
His tender of Sulpitia in exchange 
For Flavia. But though I love your ſiſter 


Like mine own ſoul ; yet did the laws of friendſhip 


Maſter that ſtrong affection, and deny'd him. 

Fug. Thanks ever, and as long ſhall my beſt ſervice 
Wait on your will. Cricca, our hape's in thee, | 
Thou muſt inſtru us. | . 

Cric. Vou muſt truſt in fortune, | 
That makes or mars the wiſeſt purpoſes. 
Le. What ſiy'ſt ? what think'ſt? 
Cric. Here's no great need of thinking, 


Nor ſpeech ; the oil of ſcorpions eures their poiſon. 


The thing itſelf that's bent to hurt and hinder you, 
Offers a remedy : tis no ſooner known, | 
But th' worſt on't is prevented. 

_ Eug. How, good Cricca ? 

Cric. Soon as you ſee this falſe Antonio 


Come near your doors with ſpeeches made of purpoſe, 


Full of humility and compaſſion ; | 
With lang narrations how he ſcap'd from ſhipwreck, 
And other feign'd inventions of his dangers : 

Bid him be gone ; and if he preſs to enter, 

Fear not the. reverence of your father's looks, 


| Cudgel him thence. 


Le. But were't not better, Cricca, 
Keep him faſt lockt, till his own ſhape return, 
And ſo by open courſe of law correct him? _ 
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Cric. No. For my m ſter would conceive that un 
Sprung from my brains: and ſo ſhould J repent it. 
Adviſe no more, but home and charge your people, 
That if Antonio come, they drive him thence 


With threat'ning words, and blows if need be. 
Te. Tis done. | 


J kiſs your hands, Eugenio, | 
Eug. Your ſervant, fir, 


AG. . Scen. 8. 


Enter Engenio, Cricca, Fla via, as running to Pondolfo. 


Eug. Ricca, commend my ſervice to my miſtreſs, 
E Cr:ic. Commend it to her yourſelf. Mark'd | 
you not while 

We talk, how through the window he attended, 
And fed her eyes on you? there ſhe is. 

Eug. True. 
And as from nights of torms the glorious ſun | 
Breaks from the eaſt, and chaſeth thence the clouds: 
That choakt the air with horror, ſo her beauty 


Diſpells ſad darkneſs from my troubled thoughts, 
And clears my heart. 


Fla. Life of my ſoul,. well met. 

Eug. How is*t, my deareſt Flavia? 

Fla. Eugenio, 
As beſt becomes a woman moſt unfortunate, 
That having lov'd ſo long, and been perſwaded 
Her chaſte affection was by yours requited, 
Have by delays been famiſh'd. Had I conceal'd 
Thoſe flames your virtue kindled, then y'ad ſued, 
Intreated, ſworn, and vow'd, and long e'er this 


Wrought all means poſſible to effect our marriage. 
But now 


Eug. Sweet ſoul, deſpair not, weep not thus, 
Unleſs you wiſh my heart ſhould life blood drop, 
Faſt as your eyes do tears. What is't you fear? > 
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Fla. Firſt, that you love me not. 
Eug. Not love my Flavia ! 
Wrong not your judgment: rip up this amorous breaſt, 
And in that temple ſee a heart that burns 
Pth* veſtal ſacrifice of chaſteſt love, 
Before your beauty's deity. 
oo 1k 
Whence grows this coldneſs in ſoliciting 
My brother to the mateh ? 
Fug. Conſider, ſweeteſt, 
J have a father rival in my love; 
And though no duty, reverence nor reſpect 
Have power to change my thoughts; yet *tis not comely 
With open violence to withſtand his will; 
But by fair courſes try to divert his mind 
From diſproportioned affections. 
And if I cannot, then nor fear of anger, 
Nor life, nor lands, ſhall croſs our purpoſes. 
Comfort yourſelf, ſweet Flavia : for your brother 
Seconds our hopes with his beſt ſervices. . 
Fla. But other fears oppreſs me: methinks J ſee 
Antonio my old father, new return'd, 
Whom all intelligence have drown'd this three months, 
Enforcing me to marry the fool Pandolfo, 
Thus to obtain Sulpii1a for himſelf, 
And ſo laſt night I dream'd, and ever ſince 
Have been fo ſcar'd, that if you haſte not, 


Expect my death. 


Eug. Dreams flow from thoughts of things we moſt 
deſire, | 
Or fear, and ſeldom prove true prophets, would they did, | 
Then were I now in full poſſeſſion | 
Of my beſt Flavia: as I hope L ſhall be. 
Cric. Sir, pray take your leave: this is to no end, 
"Twill but increaſe your grief and hers. 
£42. Farewell, 


Sweet Flavia, hoy contented with aſſurance 


Of my belt love and ſervice, 


Fla. Farewell, Eugenio. | 
| 88 ; AR. IT. 
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Act. II. Scen. 9. 


Sulpitia, Flavia, 


Sul. Flavia, I kiſs your hands. 
Flavia. Sulpitia, I pray you pardon me, I 

ſaw you not. | 
Sul. Tfaith, you have ſome fixt thoughts draw your 
eyes inward, when you ſee not your friends before you, 
Fla. True, and J think the ſame that trouble you. 
Sul. Then 'tis the love of a young gentleman, and 
bitter hatred of an old dotard. | 
Fla. Tis fo, witneſs your brother Eugenio, and the 


rotten carkaſs of Pondolfo. Had 1 a hundred hearts, I 


ſhould want room to entertain his love, and the other's 
hate. | 
Sul. J could ſay as much, were't not fin to ſlander the 
dead. Miſerable wenches ! how have we offended our 
fathers, that they ſhould make us the price of their do- 
tage, the medicines of their griefs, that have more need 
of phyſick ourſelves ? I muſt be froſt-bitten with the cold 
of your dad's winter, that mine may thaw his old ice 
with the ſpring of your ſixteen. I thank my dead mother, 
that left me a woman's will in her laſt teſtament : That's 
all the weapons we poor girls can uſe, and with that will 
I fight 'gainſt father, friends, and kindred, and either en- 
Joy Lelio, or die in the field in's quarrel, 

Fla. Suiptitia, you are happy that can withſtand your 
fortune with ſo merry a reſolution, 

Sul. Why ? ſhould I twine my arms to cables, and 
ſigh my ſoul to air? fit up all night like a watch-candle, 
and diſtill my brains through my eye-lids? Your 
brother loves me, and I love your brother; and where 
theſe two conſent, I would fain ſee a third could hin- 
der us. _ 

Fla. Alas! our ſex is mok wretched, nurse d up from 
infancy in continual ſlavery. No ſooner able to prey for 
ourſelves, but they brail and hud us fo with ſour awe 
of parents, that v we dare not offer to bate at our _ | 
An 
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And whereas it becomes men to vent their amorous paſ- 
ſions at their pleaſure; we, poor ſouls, muſt rake up our 
affections in the aſhes of a burnt heart, not daring to 
ſigh, without excuſe of the ſpleen, or fit of the mother. 
Sul. I plainly will profeſs my love of Lelio, tis honeſt, 


| chaſte, and ſtains no modeſty. Shall I be married to An- 


tonio, that hath been a ſous'd ſea-fiſh theſe three months? 
and if he be alive, comes home with as many impairs as 
a hunting gelding or a fall'n pack-horſe. No, no, I'll ſee 
him freeze to cryſtal firſt, In other things, good father, 
] am your moſt obedient daughter, but in this a pure 
woman, Tis your part to offer, mine to refuſe, if I 
like not. Lelio's a handſome gentleman, young, freſh, 
rich, and well faſhion'd ; and him will Sulpitia have, or 


die a maid: And i'faith, the temper of my blood tells 


me, I never was born to ſo cold a misfortune. Fie Fla- 


via! fie wench! no more tears and fighs, cheer up 


Eugenio to my knowledge loves you, and you ſhall 
have him ; I ſay you ſhall have him. | 

Fla. 1 doubt not of his love, but know no means how 
he dares work againſt ſo great a rival : your father in a 
ſpleen may diſinherit hum. 

Sul. And give't to whom? has none but him and me: 
what though he doat awhile upon your beauty, he will 


not prove unnatural to his ſon. Go to your chamber; 


my genius whiſpers in my ear, and ſwears, this night we 
ſhall enjoy our loves ; and with that hope farewell. 
Fla. Farewell, Sulpitia. 
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Ad. III. Scen, 1. 


Pandol fo, Cricca. 


Pan. HILE the aſtrologer hews out Trincalo, 
. Squaring and framing him t' Antonio, 
Cricca, I'll make thee partner of a thought 

That ſomething troubles me, | 


_ Cree: 
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Cric. Say, fir, what is't ? 
Pan. I have no heart to give Albumazar 
The chain I promis'd him. 
Cric. Deliver it me, | | 
And I'll preſent it to him in your name. 
Pan. I'has been an heir- loom to our houſe four 
hundred years, | 
And ſhou'd I leave it now, I fear good fortune 
Would fly from us, and follow it. | 
Cric. Then give him 
The price in gold. | | 
Pau. It comes to a hundred pounds; 
And how would that, well huſtanded, grow in time ? 
J was a fool to promiſe, 1 confeſs it, , 
I was too hot and forward in the buſineſs. | 
Cric. Indeed I wonder'd that your wary thriftineſs, 
Not wont to drop one penny in a quarter | 
Id y, would part with rack a ſum ſo eaſily, 
Pan, My covetous thrift aims at no other mark 
Than in fit time and place to ſhew my bounty. 
Who gives continually, may want at length 
Wherewith to feed his liberality. 
But for the love of my dear Flavia | 
I would not ſpare my life, much leſs my treaſure. 
Yet if with honour I can win her cheaper, | 
Why ſhould I caft away ſo greataſum? _ . 
Cric. True: I have a trick now hatching in my brain, 
How you my handſomly preſerve your credit, | 
Ard fave the chain. OWED | 
Pan. I would gladly do it, | 
Put fear he underſtands us what we ſay. 
Cric, What can you loſe to try't? if it take, 
There's ſo much ſiv'd, if otherwiſe, nothing loſt - 
Pan. What is't, go d Cricca ? ES 
Cric. Soon as Albumazar comes, loaded with news 
Cf th' tranſmutation of your ſervant Trincalo, 
II entertain him here, mean while teal you 
Cloſcly into the room, and quickly hide : 
Some ſpecial piece of plate: I hen run out amaz d, 
Roaring, that all the ſtreet may know y' are robb * 
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Next threaten to attach him, and accuſe him 


Before a juſtice, and in thiend agree 


If he reſtore the plate, you'll give the chain, 
Otherwiſe not. 


Pan. But if we be diſcover'd ! 


For by his inſtruments and familiars 


He can do much. 
. Cric. Lay all the fault on Trincalo. 


Fut here's the main point. If you can diſemble 


Cunningly, and frame your countenance to expreſs 
Pity and anger, that fo learn'd a man 

Should uſe his friend ſo baſely ; if you can call 

An out-cry well, roar high and terrible. 

Pan. I'll fetch a cry from th*bottom of my heels 
Put I'll roar loud enough; and thou muſt ſecond me 
With wonder at the ſudden accident. 

Cric. But yours is the main part, for as you p'ay't 


You win or loſe the chain. 


Pan, No more, no more, he comes. 


— 
— 


Act. III. Scen. 2. 


Albumazar, Pandol fo, Cricea. 


Alb. Ignior Pandolfo, three quarters of an hour 
8 Renders your ſervant perfectly transform'd. 
Cric. Is he not wholly chang'd ? what parts are wanting? 
Alb. Antonio's ſhape hath cloth'd his bulk and viſage, 
Only his hands and feet, fo large and callous, 
Require more time to ſupple. 
Cric. Pray you, fir, 
How long ſhall he retain this metamorphoſis ? ? 
Ab. The compleat circle of a natural day. 
Cric. A natural day! are any days unnatural ? 
Alb. I mean the revolution of th'firk mover, 
Juſt twice twelve hours, in which period the rapt motion 
Rowls all the orbs from eaſt to occident. 
Pan, Help, help, thieves, thieves, neigbours 1 am 
robb'd, thieves, thieves ! 


Cris, 
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Cric. What a noiſe make you ſir? 
Pax. Have I not reaſon 


That thus am robb'd ? thieves, thieves, call conſtables, 


The watch and ſerjeants, friends and conſtables, 


_ _ Neighbours, I am undone. 


Cric. This is well begun 
So he hold out ſtill with a higher ſtrain. 
What ails you, ſir? 1 
Pan. Cricca, my chamber's ſpoil'd | 
Of all my hangings, cloaths and filver plate. 
nic. Why, this is bravely feign'd ; continue, fir. 


Pan. Lay all the goldſmiths, keepers, marſlials, bailiffs. 
Cric. Fie, fir, your paſſion falls, cry louder, roar 


That all the ſtreet may hear. 

Pan, Thieves, thieves, thieves ! 
All that I had is gone, and more than all. 

Cric. Ha, ha, ha, hold out; lay out a lion's throat, 
A little louder. | ” 

Pan. I can cry no longer, | 
My throat's fore, I am robb'd, all's gone, 
Both my own treaſure, and the things I borrow'd, 
Make thou an out-cry, I have loſt my voice ; 
Cry fire, and then they'll hear thee, 

Cric. Good, good, thieves, 
What have you loſt ? | 

Pan. Wine, jewels, table-cloths, 
A cupboard of rich plate. 

Cric. Fie, you'll ſpoil all. | 
Now you outdo it. Say but a bowl or two. 

Pan. Villain, I ſay all's gone; the room's as clean 
As a wip'd looking-glaſs : oh me, oh me ! | 

Cric. What, in good earneſt ? E 

Pan. Fool in accurſed earneſt, 

Cric. You gull me ſure. | 

Pan. The window towards the ſouth ſtands ope, from 
whence went all my treaſure. Where's the aſtrologer ? 

Alb. Here. fir, and hardly can abſtain from laughing 
To ſee you vex yourſelf in vain. 

Pan. In vain, Albumazar? 
TI left my plate with you, and 'tis all vaniſn'd, 


And 
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And you ſhall anſwer it. 
Aub. O! were it poſſible 
By pow'r of art to check what art hath done, 
Your man ſhould ne'er be chang'd : to wrong me thus 
With foul ſuſpicion of flat felony ? 
Your plate, your cloth of-filver, wine, and jewels, 
Linen, and all the reſt, I gave to Trincalo, . 
And for mo e ſafety, lock'd them in the lobby. | 
He'll keep them carefully. But as you love your mi- 
| ſtreſs, | 
Diſturb him not this half hour, leſt you'll have him 
Like to a centaur, half clown, half gentleman ; 
Suffer his foot and hand that's yet untouch'd, 
To be mnobled like his other members. 
Pan. Albumazar, I pray you pardon me, 
"Th'unlook'd-for bareneſo of the room amaz'd me. 
Alb. How! think you me ſo negligent to commit 
So rich a maſs of treaſure to th*open danger 
Of a large caſement, and ſuſpicious alley? 
No, fir, my ſacrifice no ſooner done, 
But I wrapp'd all up ſafe, and gave it Trincalo. 
J could be angry, but that your ſudden fear 
Excuſes you. Fie, ſuch a noiſe as this 
Half an hour paſt, had ſcar'd the intelligences, 
And ſpoil'd the work; but no harm done, go walk 
_ Weſtward, directly weſtward, one half hour: 
Then turn back, and take your ſervant turn'd t' Antonio, 
And as you like my ſkill, perform your promiſe, 
I mean the chain. | 
Pan. Content, let's ſtill go weſtward, * 
Weſtward, good Cricca, ſtill directly weſtward. 
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Act. III. Scen. 3. 


Allumaxar, Ronca, Harpax, Furbo. 


Ab. ND URBO, Harpax, and Ronca, come out, alls 


| _ clear. 
Why here's a noble prize worth yent'ring for. Py 


— —ͤ— 


—— 
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Is not this braver than ſneak all night in danger, 
Picking of locks, or hooking cloths at windows? 
Here's plate and gold, and cloth, and meat and wine, 
All rich, and eaſily got. Ronca, ſtay hereabout, 
And wait till Trincalo come forth: then call him 
With a low reverence Antonio, 
Give him this gold with thanks, tell him he lent it 
Before he went to Barbary. 
Ron, How! loſe ten pieces ? 

Alb. 'f here's a neceſſity in't, deviſe ſome courſe 
To get't again; if not, our gain's ſufficient 
To bear that loſs. ' F nike. find out Bavilona 
The courtezan, let her feign herſelf a gentlewoman, 
Inamour'd of Antonio ; bid her invite him 
To banquet with her, and by all means poſſible 
Force him ftay there two hours, 

Har. Why two hours? 

Alb. That in that time thou mayſt convey 
Our treaſure to the inn, and ſpeak a boat 
Ready for Graveſend, and provide a ſupper : 
Where, with thoſe precious liquors, and good meats, 
We'll cheer ourſelves; and thus well ted, and merry, 
Take boat by night. 

Fur. And what will you do? 

Als. Firſt in, and uſher out our changeling Thncalo. 
'Then finiſh up a buſineſs of great profit, 
| Begun with a rich merchant, that admires 
My {kill in alehymy. I muſt not loſe it. 

Ron. Harpax, beſtow the plate; Furbo, our beards, 
Black patches for our eyes, and other properties, 
And at the ſame time and place meet all at ſupper. 


- . * * . : 
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Act. III. Scen. 4. 


Allbumæxar, Triacaloz. 
Alb. CT A N D forth, transform'd Antonio, fully 
| mued 
From brown ſoak feathers of dull yeomanry 
To th bens bloom of Sentry: plume yourſelf ſleek 3 
| Spear 
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5 Swear boldly y' are the man you * 


To all that dare deny it. 

Trin. I find my thoughts 
Moſt ſtrangely alter'd, but methinks my face | 
Feels ſtill like I rincalo. 

Alb, You imagine o. 
Senſes are oft deceiv'd. As an attentive angler 
Fixing his ſteady eyes on the ſwift ſtreams 
Of a iteep tumbling torrent, no {ſooner turns 
His. fight. to land, but giddy, thinks the firm banks 
And conſtant trees, move like the running waters: 


So you that thirty years have liv'd in Trincalo, 


Chang'd ſuddenly, think y'are fo ſtill ; but inſtantly 
Theſe thoughts will vaniſh. | 
Trin. Give me a looking-glaſs 
To read your ſkill in theſe new lineaments. 
Alb. I'd rather give you poiſon; for a glaſs 
By ſecret power of croſs reflections, 
And optick virtue, ſpoils the wond'rous work 
Of transformation, and in a moment turns you, 
Spight of my ſkill, to Trincalo as before. 
We read that Apuleius was by a roſe 
Chang'd from an aſs to man : ſo by a mirror, 
You'll loſe this noble luſtre, and turn aſs. 
I humbly take my leave ; but Kill remember 
T*avoid the devil, and a looking-glaſs. 
New-born Antonio, I kiſs your hands. | 
Trin. Divine Albumazar, I kiſs your hands. 


Act. III. Scen. 5. 


| Trincalo, Ronca. 
Trin. OW Ian grown a gentleman, ad a fine 
one, 
I know': by th'kiſſing of my hands ſo courtly. 
My, courteous knees bend in fo true —_ 
As if my foot walk d in a ſrame on pu 
Thus, J accoſt you ; or thus, ſweet fir, your "— 
ay, 
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Nay more, your ſervant's ſervant : that's your grand- 
ſervant. 
I could deſcend from the top of Paul's to th' bottom, 
And on each ſtep ſtrew parting compliments, 
Strive for a door, while a good carpenter 
Might make a new one. I am your ſhadow, fir, 
And bound to wait upon you; i'faith I will not: pray, 
. 
O brave Albumazar ! 
Ron. Juſt Aſop's crow, prink'd up in borrow'd feathers. 
Trin. My veins are fill'd with newneſs: O for a ſur- 
geon 
To ope this arm, and view my — blood, 
To try if 't run two thouſand pounds a * 
I feel my underſtanding is enlarg'd 
With the rare knowledge of this latter age. 
A ſacred fury over- ways me. Prime, 
Deal quickly, play, difcard, I ſet ten ſhillings and ſix- 
pence. 
| You ſee't? my reſt, five and a fifty. Boy, more cards, 
And as thou go'ſt, lay out ſome roaring oaths 
For me; [I'll pay thee again with intereſt. 5 
O brave Albumazar! 
Ron. How his imagination boils, aud works in all 
things | 
He ever {aw or heard 
Tiin. Atgleek? content. 
A mourneval of aces, gleek of knaves, 
Juſt nine a piece. Sir, my grey Barbary 
-*Gainſt your dun cow, three train ſcents and ch'courſe, 
For fifty pound ; as I am a gentleman. . 
I'Il meet next cocking, and bring a haggard with me 
That ſtoops as free as lightning, ſtrikes like thunder. 
I lie? my reputation you ſhall hear on't. 
O brave Albumazar ! 
| Roz. He'll grow ſtark mad, I fear me. 
 Trin, Now I know 
2 perfectly transform'd, my mind incites me 
To challenge ſome brave fellow for my credit, 
And for more _— get ſome friend in Private 


To 
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To take the buſineſs up in peace end quiet, 
Ran. Signior Antonio? 
Trin. There's not a crumb of Trincalo 
In all this frame, but the love of Armellina : 
Were't not for thee I'd travel, and home again, 
As wile as J went over. | 
Ron. Signior Antonio ! welcome ten thouſand times: 
Bleſt be the heavens and ſeas for your return. 
Trin. I thank you, fir: Antonio is your ſervant, 
Tam glad to ſee you well. Fie ! I kiſs your hands, and 
thus accoſt you. | 
| Ron. This three months all your kindred, friends, and 
children. 
M ourn'd for your death. . 
Trin. And ſo they well might do, 
For five days I was under water; and at length 
Got up and ſpread myſelf upon à cheſt, 
Rowing with arms, and ſteering with my feet; 
And thus in five days more got land: believe it, 
J made a moſt incredible eſcape, 
And ſafe return from Barbary : at your ſervice. 
Ron. Welcome ten thouſand times from Barbary, 
No friend more glad to fee Antonio 
Than |: nor am I thus for hope of gain; 
Þut that I find occaſion to be orateful 
By your return, Do you remember, {ir, 
Before you went, as I was once arreſted, 
And could not put in bail, you paſling by, 
Lent me ten pound, and 10 diſcharg d the debt? 
Tris. Ves, yes, as well as twere but yeſterday. 
Ron. Oft have 1 waited at your houſe with money, 
And many thanks; but you were ſtill beyond ſets, 
Now am I happy of this fair occation 
To teſtify my honeſt care to pay you: | 
For you may need it. | ? 
Trin. Sir, I do indeed, 
Witnels my treaſure caſt away by ſhipwreck. 
Ron. Here, fir. 
Tin. Is the gold good? for mine was good I lent you. 
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| Rox. It was, and fo is this. Signior Antonio, for this 
| courteſy, 8 
Call me your ſervant. 


Trin. Farewell, good ſervant, ha, ha, ha, 1 


know not ſo much as his name! ten pounds? this change 


is bette __ my birth; for in all the years of my yeo- 


manry, 1 could never y mak two Crowns, and now LI have 

hoarded ten fair twenty ſhilling pieces. Now will I goto 

this aſtrologer, and hire him to turn my Cart to a caroch, 
my four jades to two Dutch mares, my miſtreſs Armel- 

Iina to a lady, my plow-boy Dick to two guarded foot- 

men: then will I hurry myſelf into the mercer's books, 

wear rich clothes, be called Tony by a great man, ſell my 

lands, pay no debts, hate citizens, and beat ſerjeants: 

and when all fails, "ſneak out of Antonio with a two- 

penny looking-glaſs, and turn as true Trincalo as ever. 


1 
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AQ. III. Scen, 6. 


Harpax, Trincalb. 


| Harp. FI Antonio, welcome, : 
Trin. My life here's ten pound more, 
T thank you heartily. 
Harp. Never in fitter ſeaſon could I find you. 
If you remember, ſir, before you went 
To Barbary, 1 lent you ten pound in gold. . 
Trin. Faith I remember no ſuch thing, excuſe me, 
What may 1 call your name? 
Harp. My name is Harpax, | 
Your friend and neighbour, of your old acquaintance. 
Trip. What, Harpax ! 1 am your __ I kiſs your 
hands. | R 
You muſt excuſe me, you never lent me money. 
Harp, Sir, as I live, ten twenty ſhilling pieces. 
Jin. Dangers at ſea, I find, have hurt my memory. 


Harp. Why here's your own hand- writing, ſeal'd and 


ſign'd 
In preſence of your couſin Julio, | 
Trin, 
J + 


ACE ENT? Chit 32s 


4 


As meaner men. 
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un. Tis true, 'tis true; but I ſuſtain'd great loſſes 
By reaſon of the ſhipwreck. Here's five pieces, 
Will that content you ? and to morrow RY 
Come to my houſe and take the reſt, 
* Har, Well, fir, 
Tho' my neceſſity would importune you 
For all, yet on your worſhip's word, the reſt 
I'll call for in the morning. F arewel, Antonio. 
Trin, I fee we gentlemen can ſometimes borrow 
As well as lend, and are as loth to pay 


I'll home, left other creditors 


1 


Act. III. Scen. 7. 


Ronen, Trincalo. 


Ron. * — Antonio ! I ſaw you as you landed, 


And in great haſte follow'd to congratulate 
Your ſafe return, with theſe moſt wiſh'd embraces. 


Tin. And ] accept your joy with like affection. 
How do you call yourſelf ? 


Ron. Have you forgot 

Your dear friend Ronca, whom you lov'd ſo well? 
Trin. O, I remember now my dear friend Konca. 
Ron. Thanks to the fortune of the ſea that ſav'd you. 


Jrin. I fear 1 owe him money : how ſhall 1 flat him? 
How do's your body, Ronca ? | 


Ron, My dear Antonio, 


Never ſo well as now I have the power 
Thus to embrace my friend, whom all th* Exchange 
Gave drown'd for three whole months, My dear An- 


tonio! 
Trin. I thank you, fir, 
Ron. I thank you. 
Trin. While my dear Ronca 
Clip 0 me, my purſe ſhook dangerouſly; FR both 112 
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And hands embrac'd my neck: nere's none Pekiad me. 
How can this be ? | 
Ron. Moſt dear adit. 
Was not your paſſage dangerous from Parbary ? . 
Me had great winds and tempeſts; and [ fear me, 
You felt the force at ſea. | 3 
Trin. Yes, deireſt Ronca. 5 1 E 
How's this ? 1 ſee his hands, and yet my purſe i is gone. 
Ron. Signor Antonio, I ſee your mind's much troubl'd 
About affairs of worth; I take my leave, 
And kiſs your hands of liberality. 
Trin. And kiſs my hands of liberality? 
J gave him nothing: Oh my purſe! 
Dear waiter Ronca. . 
Ron. What's your pleaſure, fir? | 
Trin. Shew me your hand. 1 
Ron. Here tis 
Trin. But where's th'other ? 5 
Ron. Why here. * 
Trin. hut I mean where's your other hand? 
Ron. Think you me the giant with a hundred lunch ? 
Trin. Give me your right. 7 
Ren. My right ? 


Trin, Your left, | N 11 
Ron. My left ? | | Wo 
Trin. Now both. i; | 5: 


| Ren. There's both, my dear Antonio: 

Keep yourſelf dark, eat broth : your fearful e 
And want of natural reſt, hath made you frantick. 

Trin. Villain, rogue, cut-purſe, thief, dear Ronca ſay. 

He's gore ; 

I'th'devil's name, now could this fellow do | of 
I felt his hands faſt lock* d about my neck 
And {till he ſpoke. It could not be his mouth : 
For that was full of dear Antonio: 
My life he tiole't with his feet: ſuch a trick more 
Will work worſe with me than a looking-glaſs : 
To loſe five. pound in court'ſy, and the ret - 


In ſalutation ! 
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Ron. Signior Antonio, | 
What ails you ? 
Trin. Ronca, a rogue, a cut-purie, 
Hath robb'd me of five twenty ſhilling pieces. 
Ron. What kind of man was he, ſomething like me? 
Jrin. H'ad ſuch a thieviſh countenance as your own, 
But that he wore a black patch o er his eye. 
Ron. Met you with Ronca? tis the cunning'ſt nimmer 
Of the whole company of cut- purſe hal! : 
I am forry I was hot here to warn you of him. 


Act. III. Scen. 8. 


Furbo, Bewilona, 75 „ Aude 
Bew. NU R BO, no more, unleſs thy words were charins 
Of power. to revive him: Antonio s dead. 


He's dead, and in his death hath buried 


All my delights: my ears are deaf to muſick 
That ſounds of pleaſure: ſing then the doleſull'ſt notes 
That e'er were ſet by mel ancholy: © Antonio! 
Furbo /irgs this ſong. 
Flaw An eams of Jiquid ſalts from my ſad eyer, 
To celibrate his mournful exequies.” 
* Antonio's dead, he's dead, and I remain 
To draw my poor life in continual pain, 
= Till it hawe paid to his ſad memory 
—_—— of love: O then moſt willingly, 
 Drown'd with my tears, as he with wave:, TI die. 


Ber. Break. thy ſad ſtrings, and inſtrument: O 9 
he's here. | 


Signior Antonio ! my heart's ſweet in 


My life and better portion of my ſoul! | 
Are you return'd and ſafe ? for whoſe ad death 


I ſpent ſuch ſtreams of tears, aud guſts of ſighs. 


Or ist my love, that to my longing fancy 
Frames your deſired ſhape, and mocks my ſenſes ? 
Trin. Whom do you t:lk withal, fair gentlewoman ? 


3 Be 
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Bev. With my beſt friend, commander of my life, _ 
My moſt belov'd Antonio. | 2 
Trin. With me? | _ 

What's your deſire with me, ſweet lady? 

Bew. Sir, to command me, as you have done ever, 

To what you pleaſe : for all my liberty 

Lies in your ſervice. | 

Trin. Now 1 ſmell the buſineſs. 

This is ſome gentlewoman enamour'd | 
With him whoſe ſhape I bear. Fie ! what an aſs 
Was I to ſtrange mytetf,. and loſe the occafion 

Of a good banquet, and her company ? | 

II mend it as I can.—Madam, I dig+but jeſt, 

To try if abſence caus'd you to forget 

A friend that lov'd you ever. 

Bey, Forget Antonio, 


Whoſe dear remembrance doth inform the ſoul 

Of your poor ſervant Bevilona ! no, 

No, had yon dy'd, it had not quench'd one ſpark 

Of th' ſweet affection which your love hath kindl'd 

In this warm breaſt. = | 

Trin. Madam, the waves had drown'd me, 

But that your love held up my chin. | 
Bew. Will't pleaſe you | 

Er ter and reſt yourſelf, refreſh the wearineſs 

Of your hard travel ; I have good wine and fraits, 

My huſband's out of town : you ſhall command 

My houſe, and all that's in't. 
Trin. Why, are you married? | 
Bew. Have you forgot my huſband, an angry roarer ? 
Trin. O, I remember him: but if he come. : | 
Bev. Whence grows this fear? how come you ſo re- | 

ſpeatul ? | ; | | 

You were not wont be numb'd with ſuch a coldn s. 

Go in, ſweet life, goin. 5 
Trin. O, I remember while I liv'd in Barbary 

A pretty ſong the Moors ſing to a gridiron -: 

S4 ect madam, by your favour I'll ſing't to this 
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Alcoch, dolaſo, &c. Thus tis in Engliſh. 
My Heart in flames doth fry, 

Of all thy beauty, 

While 1 | 

Die. | 5 

Fie , | 

Aud why 

Should” ſi thou deny 

Me thy feoect company p 

My brains to tears de fiow, 

While ali beloau 

Doth glow | 

O0 

Fee. 

If fo, 

| How canſi thou go 
About to ſay me nos 
This the Moors call two wings upon a gridiron. 


But it goes ſweeter far o'th'iron inſtrument. 


Ron. There's one within my kitchen ready ſtrung: go 

| in. 
Trix. Sweet lady, pardon me, I'll follow you. 

Happy Antonio in ſo rare a miſtreſs ! | 

But happier I, that in his place enjoy her: 

I ſay ſtill, there's no pleaſure like transforming. 


= 


2 


AR. III. Scen. 9: 


Rouca, Bewilona, Trincalo, 
OW is the aſs expecting of a banquet, 
Ready to court, embrace, and kiſs his miſtreſs, 
But I'll ſoon ftarve him. What ho! [ Knocks at the door. 
Bev. Who's that ſo boldly knocks? I am not within; 
Or buſy : why ſo importunate ? who is't 2 
Roa. Tis I. | | 
Bev. Your name? | 
Ron. Thomas ap William, ap Morgan, ap Davy, ap 
Roger, &c. | : 


Ron, 


C4 Trin, 
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Trin. Spinola' camp s broke looſe: a troop of ſoldiers! 
ſir. 
Bey. O me! my huſband ! Q me wretch ! *tis my hu- 
ſband. 
Trin. One man, and wear ſo many names ! 
Bew. . O ſir, 
H'as more outragious devils in his rage 
Than names. As you reſpect your .ife, avoid him. 
Down at that window. 
Trin, Lis as high as Paul's. 
Open the garden door, 
Bev. He has the keys. 
| Down at ſome window as you love your life, 
Tender my honour, and your lafety. 
Ron. Bevilona ! 
Down, or I'll break the doors, and with the ſplinters 
Leat all thy bones to pieces: down you whore! 
Bey. Be patient but a little; I come inſtantly, 
Trin. Ha' you no trunk nor cheſt to hide me ? 
Bew. None, fir. 


| Alas Jam clean undone, it is my huſband. 


Fon. Doubileſs this whore hath ſome of her compa- 


| nions 
That wrong me thus. But if I catch the villain, 
I'll bathe my hungry ſword, and ſharp revenge, 
In his heart-blood. Come down. | 
Bew, I cannot, ſtay. 
There ſtands an empty hogſhead with a falſe bottom 
To ope and ſhut at pleaſure ; come hither in, 
In, as you love your life. | 
Prin But hear you, madam, 
Is there no looking-glaſs within't? for I hate glaſſes 
As naturally as ſome do cats, or cheeſe. . 
Bey In, in, there's none. 
Ron. Who now? is the aſs paſs'd ? 


Bew. I tunn'd him up, ha, ha, ha, I fear he'll fat | 


a working. 
Ron. Second me handſomely, we'll entertain hin 
An hour or two, and laugh and get his cloaths _ 
To m. ke our ſport up. Wife, where's the empty hogſhead 


That 
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That was wont to ſtand under the ſtairs ? 

Bew. There ſtill. | 

Ron Out with it quickly : I mult hveit fill'd. 

Bew. Not to day, good fir, to morrow will ſerve as well. 

Ron. I mult ha't now. 

Bev. Tis more than I can carry. 

Ron. I'll help thee : fo, fo. Foh! this veſſel's muſty. 
Fetch out ſome water. | 

Bew. Fetch't yourſelf. . | 

Jin Pox of all cranſmutation, Jam ſmother'd. 
Lady, as you love me, give the hogſhead vent. 
The beer that's in't will work and bresk the veſſel. 

Pew. Signior Antonio, as you love your life, 
Lie fill and cloſe, for if you ſtir you die, 

Ron. So, ſo, now ſhake it, ſo, ſo. 

Trix. Oh I am drown'd, 1 drown! 

Ron. Whence comes this hollow found? I drown, 1 

ſmother. 
My Life tis T'rincalo, for L have Lag that coxcomb, 
Tat aſs, that clown, ſeeks to corrupt my wife, 


| vending, his fruit and dainties from the country. 


O that *twere he ! How would I uſe the villain! 
Uirſt crop his ears, then flit his noſe and geld him, 


And with a red hot iron fear his raw wounds 


Ihen barrel him again, and ſend the eunuch 
To the great Turk to keep his concubines. 
Who's within here? ¶ 7rincalo knocks in the tub, 

Pew. One that you dare not touch, 

Fon. One that I dare not ? [Comes out. 

Out, villain, out— Signior Antonio ! 

Had it been any but yourſelf, he died. 

But as you ſav d my life before you went, 

So now command mine in your ſervices. 

1 would have ſworn y' had been drown'd in Barbary. 
Tin. Twas a hard paſſage ; but no ſo dangerous. 

As was this veſſel. Pray you conceive no il, 


I meant no harm, but call'd o your wife to know 
How my ſon Lelio did, and daughter Flavia. 


Ron. Sir, I believe you. 
_ i But I mult tel you one thing 


5 You 
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Vou muſt not be ſo jealous, on my honour 8 
She's very honeſt. | 
Ron. For you I make no queſtion. | 

But there's a rogue called Trincalo, whom if 1 nen * 
III teach him. 

Trin. Who, you mean Pandolfo's farmer? | 
Alas, poor fool, he's a ſtark aſs, but harmleſs, 
And the' ſhe talk with him, 'tis but to laugh, 


As all the world do's at him: come, be friends 
At my entreaty. 


Ron. Sir, for your ar. | 
Bev. I thank you. | 
Trin, Let's * a fire; and while I dry myſelf, 

Provide good wine and meat. T'll dine with you. 

I muſt not home thus wet. I am ſomething bold with you. 
Ren My houſe and ſelf are at your ſervice. 
Trin. Lead in. 

Alas, poor Trincalo, hadſt thou been taken, 

Thou had'ſt been tunn'd for Turkey. 

H:, ha, ha, ha, fair fall Antonio's ſhape. 
What a notorious wittall's this! ha, ha, ha. 

| Finis AR. 3. 


Act. IV. Scen. 1. | 


Antonio. 
* L's *HUS how reat ſavour of propitious ſtars, 
From ſea fal ſtorms, ſhipwreck, aud raging billows, 
Mercileſs jaws of death, am I return'd 1 7 
To th' ſafe and quiet boſom of my country,. 
The memory of theſe misfortunes paſs'd. 
Seaſons the welcome, and augments the on | 


I ſhall receive of my ſon Lelio, 
And — F lavia. So doth * 


80 deſperate was, that I may tru'y ſay 
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Make gold, that elfe were uſeleſs, ſerviceable. 


So the rugged forehead of a threat ning mountain, 
Threatens the ſmoothneſs of a ſmiling valley. 


— 


— 


Act. IV. Scen. 2. 


2 ricca, A 


Cric. HAT do I ſee ? is not this Trincalo, 


Transform'd t' Antonio? tis, and ſo per- 
fectly, 


That did the — Antonio now confront him, 


I'd ſwear they both were true, or both were falſe. 
Ant. This man admires the unexpectedneſs 
Cf my return. 
Cric. O wondrous power of ſtars, 
And {kill of art t' apply't ! You that are marry'd 
May juſtly fear, left this aſtrologer 


Cloath your wives ſervants in your ſhape, and uſe you 


As Jupiter did Amphitryo. You that are rich, 
In your own form may loſe your gold. 
Ant. "Tis Cricca. 
Cric. He ſeems ſo juſt the man he repreſents, 1 
That I dare hardly uſe him as I purpos'd. 
Aut. Cricea, well met; how fares wy friend Pau- 
do!fo ? 
Cric. ew pan Pandolfo! how are your means im- 
prov” 


To ſtile familiarly your maſter friend? 


Ant. What ſay ' ſt thou? 
Cric. That I rejoice your worſhip's ſafe return's 


From your late drowning, Th' exchange hath giv'n 
you loſt, 


And all your friends worn meer months paſt... 
Ant. The danger of the ſhipwreck J eſcap'd, 


Tam new. born, not ſav'd. 
Cie. Ha, ha, ha: thro? 8 grace, 
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And goodly contenance the raſcal ſpeaks ! 
Wh:ta grave portance! could Antonio 
Himſelf out-do him? O you notorious villain ! | 
Who would have thought thou could'ſt have thus diſſem- 
bled ? 
Ant, How now! a ſervant thus familiar ? l 
Uſe your companions ſo: more reverence | 
Becomes you better. | | 
Cric. As tho' I underſtood not 
The end of all this plot, and goodly bufineſs. 
Come, I know all. See! this untill'd clod of earth 
"Canceits his mind transform'd as well as body. 
He wrings and bites his lips for fear of laughing. Ia, 
ha, ha! 
Ant. Why laugh you, firrah? 
Cric. To fee thee chang'd 
So ſtrangely, that | cannot ſpy an inch 
Of thy old clowniſh carcaſe: ha, ha. 
Ant. Laughter proceeds 
From abſurd actions that are harmleſs. 
C:7c. Ha, ha, ha! 
Sententious blockhead. 
Aut. And y'are ill advis'd 5 
To jeſt inſtead of pity. Alas! my miſeries, 
Dangers of death, ſlav'ry of cruel Moors, 
And tedious j journeys, might have eafily alter*d 
A ſtronger body, much more this decay'd veſſel, 
Out-worn with age, and broken by mis fortunes. 
Cric. Leave your ſet ſpeeches. Go to Antonio's 
houſe, 
Effect your buſineſs ; for, upon my credit, | 
Th'art fo well turi'd, they dare not but accept thee. 
Art. Where ſhould I hope for welcome, if not there, | 
From my own houſe, children, and family? . 
Cric Is't poſſible th is coxcomb ſhould conceive 
His mind transform'd? How gravely he continues 
The countenance he began! ha, ha. Why blockhead, 
Think'ſt to deceive me too? Why Trincalo ? 
Ant. J underſtand you not. Hands off, 
Cric. Art not thou Trincalo, 


Pandolfo's 


4 
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Pandolfo's man ? | 
Ant. I not ſo much as know him, 

Cric. Dar*ſt thou deny't to me? 

Ant. I dare, and mult | 
To all the world, long as Antonio lives, 

Cric. You arrant aſs! have I not known thee ſerve 
My maſter in his farm this thirteen years ? 

Ant. By all the oaths that bind mens conſciences 
To truth, 1 am Antonio, and no other. 


Y ä —_— 
5 —— — _ 
ene 0 


Act. IV. Scen. 3. 


Pandolfo, Cricca, Antonio. 


HAT means this noiſe ? O Cricca ! what” 5 
the matter? 

Cric. Sir, here's your farmer Trincalo, transform'd 
So jult as he was melted, and new caft 
In the true mould of old Antonio. 

Pan. Th' right eye's no liker to the left, than he. 
To my good neighbour. Divine Albumazar ! 
How! admire thy fill! Juſt ſo de look'd, 
And thus he walk*d : this is his face, his "OY 
His eyes, and countenance. If his voice be like, 
Then is th' aſtrologer 2 wonder-worker. 

Ant. Signior Pandolfo, I thank the heavens as much 

To find you well, as for my own return. 


How does your daughter, and my love, Sulpitia ? 
Pan. Well, well, Sir. 


Cric. This is a good beginning: 
How naturally the rogue diſſembles it! 
With what à gentle garb, nd civil grace, 
He ſpeaks and looks! How cunningly Albumazar 
Hath for our purpoſe ſuited him in Barbary clothes! 
* Fill try him further: Sir, 
We hear'd you were drow:'d? pray you, how ſcap' 4 
vou ſhipwreck? 
Ant. No ſooner was I ſhip” d for — 


Pan. 


But 
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But fair wind follow'd, and fair weather led us. 
When enter' d in the ſtreights of Gibraltar, 

The heavens, and ſeas, and earth conſpir'd againſt us; 
The tempeſt tore our helm, and rent our tackles, 
Broke the main-maſt, while all the ſea about us 
Stood up in watry mountains to overwhelm us; 

And ſtruck's againſt a rock, ſplitting the veſſel 

T* a thouſand ſplinters. I, with two mariners, 
Swam to the coaſt, where, by the barbarous Moors, 
We were ſurpriz'd, fetter'd and ſold for ſlaves. | 
» Cric. This tale th'aſtrologer pen'd, and he hath conn'd. 


it. | 
Art. But by a gentleman of Italy, 
Whom I had known before © _ ; 
Pan, No more; this taſte % 
Proves thou cank play the reſt. For this fair tory, 
My hand, I make thy ten Pounds twenty marks, 
Thou look ſt and ſpe:k'ſt ſo like Antonio. 
Ant. Whom ſhould I look and ſpeak like, but myſelf 7 
Cric. Good, ftill! | | 
Pan. But now, my honeſt Trincalo, 
Tell me waere's all the plate, the gold, and jewels, 
That the aſtrologer, when he had transform'd thee, 
Committed to thy charge? are they ſafe lock'd ? 
Au. I underſtand you not. 
Pan. The jewels, man; 5 
The plate and gold th' aſtrologer, that chang'd thee, 
Bade tice lay up. 5 | : 
Ant. What plate? what gold? 
What jewels? what transformation? what aſtrologer? 
Cric. Leave off Antonio now, and ſpeak like Trin- 
calo. | 
Ant. Leave off your jeſting. It neither ſuits your 
| lace | 
Nor 1 Pandolfo, to ſcoff your antient friend. 
J know not what you mean by gold and jewels, 


Nor by the aftrologer, nor Trincalo. 


Cric. ietter and better till. Believe me, Sir, 
He thinks himſelf Antonio, and ever ſhall be, 
And ſo poſſeſs your plate. Art thou not * 
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My maſter's farmer? 
Ant, I am Antonio, | 
Your maſter's friend. If he teach you no more man- 
ners 
Pan. Humour of wiving's gone. Farewel, good 
Flavia. 
Three thouſand pound muſt not be loſt ſo ſlightly. 
Come, Sir, we'll draw you to the aſtrologer, 
And turn you to your ragged bark of yeomanry. 

Ant. To me theſe Terms ? To 

Pan. Come, [I'll not loſe my plate. TE” 

Cric. Stay, Sir, and take my counſel. Let him ſtill 
Firmly conceit himſelf the Man he ſeems : 

Thus he, himſelf deceiv'd, will far more earneſtly 

Effect your buſineſs, and deceive the reſt. 

There's a main difference 'twixt a ſelt-bred action 

And a forc'd carriage. Suffer him, then, to enter 

Antonio's houſe, and wait th' event: for him, 

He can't *ſcape : what you intend to do, 

Do't when he'as ſerv'd your turn. I ſee the maid 3 

Let's hence, leſt they ſuſpe& our conſultations. 

Pan. Thy counſel's good: away. | 
Cric. Look, Trincalo, 

Yonder's your beauteous miſtreſs, Armellins, 

And daughter Flavia, Courage, I warrant thee, 
Aut. Bleſt be the heav'ns that rid me of this trouble z 
For with their farmer and aſtrologer, 

Plate and gold, they've almoſt madded me. 


N * . IE” _ — TOE * ht — 
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Act IV. Scen. 4. 


Flavia, Armellina, Antonia, 


Fla. Rmellina. 

| Arm. Miſtreſs. 

Fla. Is the door faſt? 

Arm. Ves, as an uſurer's purſe. 


Ha. Come hither, wench. 
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Look here, there's Trincalo, Pandolfo's farmer,” 
Wrapt in my father's ſhape :. pr yOu come quickly, 
And help me to abuſe him. 

Arm. Notorious clown! 

Ant. Theſe are my gates, and that's the cabinet 
That keps my jewels, Lelio and his ſiſter. 

Fla. Never was villainy ſo perſonate 
In ſeemly properties: of gravity. 


Wo is he that 1 ſo boldly . 


Arm. What want you, Sir? 
Ant. O my fair daughter, Flavia ! let all the 8 
Pour down full bleſſings on thee, Ope' the doors. 


Fla. Mark! his fair daughter Flavia, ha, ha, ha: 


Moſt ſhameleſs villain, how he counterteits ! 
Ant. Know'ſ not thy father, old Antonio! ? 
Is all the world grown frantick ? 
Fla. What Antonio ? | Fey 
Ant. Thy loving father, Flavia. | Vs 
Fla. My father! | | 
Would thou wert in his place. Antonio's dead, 
Dead, under Water was drown'd. 
Ant. Then dead and drown'd 
Am I. 

Fla. I love not to converſe with dead men, 
Ant. Open the door, {ſweet Flavia. 
Fla. Sir, I am afraid; | 

Horror incloſes me, my hair ſtands up, 
I ſweit to hear a dead man ſpeak, you ſmell 
Of putrefaction: fy ! I feel't hither, 


— 
* 


Ant. Ih'art _ abus'd, I live. Come down, and 


know me. 

Am. Miſtreſs, let me have ſome {port too. Who's 
there ? 

Ant. et me come in. 

Arm Soit, ſoft, Sir, y*are too haſty. 


A. . Quickly, or elle— - f . 


Arm. Sood words, good words, I pray, 
In ſtran ger houſes were the youre your own, 
You might be bolder, | 


[Ant, | Kuoc ks A 


nt. 
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| Ant. T'll beat the doors and windows 
About your ears. 


Arm. Are you ſo hot? We'll cool you. 


Since your late drowning, your grey and reverend head 


Is ſmear'd with ouze, and ſtuck with cockle-ſhells ; 
This is to waſh it. 


Ant. Impudent whore! 
_- fem. Out, carter: -— 
Hence, dirty whipſtock; hence, yon foul clown. Be- 
gone, 
Or all the water I can make, or borrow, 
Shall ence more drown you. 


2 


c 


Act. IV. 85 


Lelio, Antonio, Armellina. 


Tel. Rmellina, whom do you draw your tongue upon 


ſo ſharply ? 
Arn. Sir, tis your father's ghoſt, that ſtrives by force 
To break the doors, and enter. | 
Let. Tis his grave look 
In every lineament himſelf no liker. 


Had I not hap'ly been advertiſed, 
| What could have forc'd me think twere Trincalo ? 


Doubtleſs th' aſtrologer hath rais'd a ghoſt, 

That walks in th' reverend ſhape of my dead father. 
Ant. Theſe ghoſts, theſe Trincalo's, and aſtrologers, 

Strike me beſide myſelf. Who will receive me, 

When mine own ſon refuſeth ? Oh Antonio ! 
Lel. Infinite power of art! who would believe 

The planets influence could transform a man 

To ſeveral ſhapes? I could now beat him ſoundly ; 


But that he wears the awful countenance 
Of my dead father, whoſe memory I reverence. 


Ant." If I be chang'd beyond thy knowledge, ſon, 


Conſider that th* exceſs of heat in Barbary, 


1 fear of ſhipwreck, and long tedious journeys, 
Have 


Trin. 
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Have tann'd my ſkin, and ſhrunk my eyes and cheeks ; 


Yet ſtill this face, tho' alter'd, may be known: 


This, ſcar bears witneſs, twas the wound thou cur'dſt 
With thine own hands. 


Lel. He that chang'd Trincalo 
T' Antonio's figure, omitted not the ſcar, 


As a main Character. 


Ant, I have no other marks, 
Or reaſons to perſuade them: methinks theſe words, 
am thy father, were argument ſufficient | 
To bend thy knees, and cre:p to my embracements. 
Lel A ſudden coldneſs ſtrikes me: my tender heart 
Feats with compaſſion of I know not what. | 
Sirrah, be gone; truſs up your goodly ſpceches, 
Sad ſhipwrecks, and ſtrange transformations. 
Your plot's diſcover'd, twill not take : thy impudence 
For once, I pardon; The pious reverence 
I owe to th' grave reſemblance of my father, 
Holds back my angry hands. Hence, if I catch you 
Haunting my doors again, I'Il baſtinado you 
Out of Antonio's ſkin, Away. 
Ant. I go, fir; | 
And yield to ſuch croſs fortune as thus drives me. 


— 


_ — wud 2 
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AR. IV. Scen. 6. 


Pied and Bewilona dreſſing him. | 
HEN this transformed ſubſtance of my carcaſe 


My name was don Antonio, and that title 


Preſerv'd my life, and chang'd my ſuit of clothes. 


How kindly the good gentlewoman us'd me ! with what 
reſpe&, and careful tenderneſs | 


Bev. Your worſhip, fir, had ever a ſickly conſtitution, 
and I fear much more now, ſince your long travel. As 
you love me, off with theſe wet things, and put on the 
ſuit you left with me before you went to Barbary. Good 


fir, 


Did live impriſon'd in a wanton hogſhead, 


nr ana EE TY 


| Ar. neglect not your health; for, u 


for tis a rule I was wont to obſerve, firſt do your own 


« at AER «x * 


ALBUMAZAR, 67 


my experience 
there is nothing worſe for the rheum ook tobe meds 
in a muſty hogſhead_ 

Trin. Pretty ſouliſuch another ſpeech would havedrawn 
off my legs and arms, as eaſily as hoſe and doublet. Had 
I been Trincalo, I'd have ſworn th' had cheated : but, 
fy ! 'tis baſe and clowniſh to ſuſpect, and a gentleman's 
freeneſs to part with a caſt ſuit. Now to the buſineſs: 
I'll into my own houſe, and firſt beſtow Armellina up- 
on Trincalo; then try what can be done for Pandolfd: 


affairs, and next your maſter's. This word maſter makes 


me doubt | am not chang'd .as I ſhould be. But all's 


one, I'll venture, and do ſomething worthy Antonio's 
name While I have it. | 


«a. — 


—_— 


* 
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Act. IV. Scen. 7. 


Antonio, Trincalo. 


Retched Antonio! haſt been preſerv d ſo 


Ant. X 
| ſtrangely 


From foreign m ſeries, to be wrong'd at home? 


Barr'd from i houſe by the ſcorn of thine own children! 
Trin. Knocks. | 


Ant. But ſtay, there's one knocks boldly ; it may be 
ſome friend. * 2.48 | 


Trin, Knocks again. pots 

Ant. Dwell yeu here, othtleman ? 

Trin. He calls me gentleman: 
See th' vertue of good cloaths! All men ſalute, 


. Honour, reſpe&, and reverence us. 


Ant. Young gentleman, 


Let me, without offence, intreat your name, 


And why you knock ? 

Trin. How, ſirrah,  ſauce-box, my name! 
Or thou ſome ſtranger art, or groſly ignorant, | 
That know' not me. Ha! what art thou that _ 
1: at. 
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Ant. Be not in choler, far. 

Trin. Befits it me, 

A gentleman of publick reputation, 

To ſtoop ſo low as ſatisfy the queſtions 
Of baſe and earthly pieces like thyielf 2 ? What: art 
| thou? ha? 

Aut. Th' unfortunate poſſeſſor of chis houſe. 

Trin, thou lick, baſe iycophant, my worſhip owns it. 

Ant. May be wy ſon hath ſeld it in my abſence, 
Thinking me dead — How long has't called you maſter? 

Trin. Long as Antonio poſieſt it. 

Ant. Which Antonio? 

Trin. Antonio Anaſtaſio. | | 
Ant. That Auaſtaſio, $4450 TEEE _—_ 
That was drown'd in Barbary? A 

Trin. That Anaſtaſio, 

That ſelf ſame. man am: I: 1 ſeap'd by | wimming, 
And now return to keep my former promiſe 
Of Flavia to Pandolfo; and in exchange, 
To take Sulpitia to my wife. 
Ant. All this 
T intended fore I went: but ir, if I 
Can be no other than myſelf, and you 
Are that Antonio, you and J are one. 
Trin. How! one with thee ? ſpeak ſuch another ſyllable, 
And by the terror of this ſteel, 
'That ne'er ſaw light, but ſent to endleſs darkneſs 
All that durſt ſtand before t, thou dieſt. 
Ant. Alas ! 
My weakneſs grown by age, and pains of travail, 
Diſarms my courage to defend myſelf ;- 
J have no ſtrength but patience. 
Trin. What art now ? 4 
Ant. Peter, and Thomas, William, what you phones! 

Trin. What boldneſs madded thee to ſteal my name ? 
Ant. Sir, heat of wins, 

Trin. And when y'are drunk, 

Is there no perſon to put on but mine, 
To cover your intended villainies ? Foe 
| Aut. But good * if I be not I, what am al? 2 


Trin, 
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Trin. An ox, an aſs, a dog. 
Ant. Strange negligence, 


To loſe myſelf ! me thinks I live and move, 
Remember. Could the fearful apprehenſion 
Of ti ugly fear of drowning ſo transform me 2? 

Or did I die, and by Pythagoras' rule, 
My ſoul is provided of another lodging ? ? 

Trin. Be what thou wilt, except Antonio; 
is death to touch that name. 

Aut. Dangers at ſea 
Are pleaſures, weigh'd with theſe homes -injuries. 
Was ever man thus ſcar'd befide himſelf ? 
O moſt unfortunate Antonio! 
At ſea thou ſufferdſt ſhipwrack of thy goods, 
At land of thine own ſelf. Antonio, | 
Or what name elle they pleaſe, fly, fly to Parbary, 
And rather there endure the foreign cruelty 
Of fetters, whips, and Moors, than here at home 
Be wrong 'd and baMed by thy "friends and children. 

Trin. How ! prating ſtili? why Timothy begone, 
Or draw, and lay Antonio down betwixt us, 
Let fortune of the fight decide the queſtion. 
Here's a brave rogue, that in the king's high-way 
Offers to rob me of my good name. Draw. 
Aut. Thele wrongs recall my ſtrength, I am reſolv'd: 
Better die once than ſuffer always. Draw. 
Tri. Stay, underſtand'ſt thou well nice points of 

duel? | 

Art born of gentle blood, and pure deſcent ? 
Was none of all thy lineage hang'd or cuckold ? 
Baſtard, or baſtinado'd ? is thy pedigree 
As long, as wide as mine? for otherwiſe 
I hou wer't moſt unworthy ; and 'twere loſs of honour 
In me to fight, More, 1 have drawn five teeth: 
If thine ſtand ſound the terms are much unequal. 
And by ftri& laws of duel, I am excus 10 
Joo fight on We | 

Ant. This is ſome aſs! 


Trim 
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Trin. If we concur in all, write a formal chalienge, 


And bring thy ſecond : mean while I make proviſion 
Of Calais ſand, to fight upon ſecurely. Ha ! 


„ 


Act IV. Scen. 8. 


Lelio, Cricca, Trincalo, touts. 
Lel M I awake ? or do deceitful dreams 
Preſent to my wild fancy things I ſee not? 


Cric. Sir, what amazement's this? why wonder you? 


Tel. See'ſt thou not Trincalo and Antonio 2 
Cric. O ſtrange ! they're both here. 
Lel. Didſt not thou inform me 
That T rincalo was turn'd to Antonio? 
Which I believing, like a curſed ſon, 
With moſt reproachful threats, drove mine old father 
From his own doors ; and yet reſt doubtful, whether 
This be the true Antonio: may be th” aſtrologer 
Hath chang'd ſome other, and not Trincalo, 
Cric. No, fear it not, 'tis plain: Albumazar 
Hath cheated my old maſter of his plate. 
For here's the farmer, as like himſelf as ever 5 
Only his clothes excepted. Trincalo! 
Jrin. Cricca, where's Trincalo? doeſt fee him here? 
Cric. Ves, and as rank an aſs as e'er he was. 


Trin. Thou 'rt much deceived, chou ne ſee' ſt nor 
know'ſt me. 


Jam 8 transform'd. 
Cric. Th'art ſtill thyſelf. : 
Lelio, this farmer's half a fool, half knave. 
And as Pandolfo did with much intreaty 
Peri wade him to transform, ſo as much labour 
Will hardly bring the coxcomb to himſelf, 
That ne'er was out on't. Who art, if not he? 
Trin. My name is don Antonio, I am now going 
To mine own houſe, to give Pandolfo Flavia, 
Ard — to his farmer Trincalo. 


: How 
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How dar' ſt thou, Cricca, but a meaner ſervant 
Reſemble me a man of worth and worſhip, 
To ſuch a clown as Trincalo, a branded fool, 
An Aſs, alaughing-ſtock to town and country? 
Art not aſham'd to name him with Antonio? 
Lel. Do not thy actions, with thy rude behaviour, 
Proclaim thee what thou art ? | | 
Cric. Notorious clown ! | 
Trin. Villain th' haſt broke my ſhoulders, 
Le. O did'ſt feel him? 
Trin. Ay, with a pox. 
Lel. Then th' art ſtill Trincalo. 5 
For hadſt thou been Antonio, he had ſmarted. 
Trin. I feel it as I am Antonio. 
Cric. Fool! who loves Armellina ? 
Tria. "Fin 1, "tis þ. 3 
Cric. Antonio never lov'd his kitchen- maid. 


Trin. Well, I was taken for- Antonio, 


And in his name receiv'd ten pound in gold, 


Was by his miſtreſs entertain d; but thou 


Envy'ſt my happineſs; if th' hayſt th' ambition 4 
Jo rife as I have done, go to Albumazar, . 
And let him change thee to a knight, or lord. | 
Cric. Note the ſtrange power of ſtrong imagination. 
Trin. A world of engines cannot wreſt my thoughts, 
From being a gentleman: I am one, and will be: 
And though I be not, yet will think myielf ſo: 
And ſcorn thee, Cricca, as a ſlave and ſervant. 


_ ” * "—_ — 


Act. IV. Scen. 9. 


Cricca, Lelio, Antonio. 


Cri." IS but loſt labour to diſſuade his dulneſs 
Believe me, that's your father. 
Lell. When I drove him hence, | 
Spight of my blood, his reverend countenance | 
Strook me t' a deep compathon, To clear all, 1 
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I'll aſk one queſtion. Signior Antonio, 
What money took you when you took your voyage? 
Ant. As I remember, fourſcore and fifteen pound 
In Barbary gold. Had Lucio kept his word, 
I had carried juſt a hundred. 
Lel. Pardon me, father; 
*Twas my blind ignorance, not want of ety, 
That wrong'd you: all was intended for a farmer, 
Whom an aftro:oger, they ſaid, transform' d. 
Ant. How, an aſtrologer ? 
Lel. When you parted hence, 
ſeems you promis' d Flavia to Pandolfo. 
News of your death arriving, th'old gentleman 
Importunes me to ſecond what you purpos'd. 
Conſulting therefore with my friends and kindred, 
Loth my ſiſter ſhould be buried quick 
I'th' grave of threeſcore years, by their advice 
T fully did deny him. He chafes and ſtorms, 
And finds at length a cunning man. that promis'd 
To turn his farmer to your ape; and thus 
Poſſeſs your houſe, and give him Flavia. 
Whereof I warn'd, wrong'd you inſtead of Trincalo. 
At. Then enge it came they call'd me Trincalo, 
And tall'd of an aſtrologer; which names 
- Almoſt inrag'd me paſt myſelf and ſenſes. 
*Tis'true I promis'd, but have oft repented it ; 
And much more fince he goes about to cheat x me. 
He muſt not have her, ſir. 
© Lel. I am glad y'are ſo reſolv'd. 
And ſince wit us you find that match unequal, 
Let's us all intreat you to beſtow your daughter 
Upon his ſon Eugenio. 
Ant. Son, at your pleaſure | 
Diſpoſe of Flavia, with my full conſent. | 
Lel. And as you judge him worthy your daughter 
Flavia, 
Think me no leſs of his Sulpitia. 
Ant. I do: and ever had defire to match 
Into that family; and now I find myſelf 


r 


Old, 


Let's in, and there at lei 
From point to point. Lelio, detain him _ 
Till I ſend Armellina down to ſecond you. 
Croſs him in nothing, call him Antonio, 
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eld, weak, unfit for marriage, you ſhall enjoy her, 
If 1 can work Pandolfo by intreaty. 


Cric. To deal with him with reaſon and intreaties, 


Is to perſwade a mad-man : for his love 


Makes him no leſs, All ſpeeches oppoſite 
T” his fixt deſire, and love-corrupted judgment, 
Seem extream fooleries. Will he conſent 


To give his daughter to your ſon, and you 


Deny him Flavia? Shall Eugenio 

Expect or land or love from old Pandolfo, 
Being his open rival? 'tis impoſtible. 

He ſought to couzen you; therefore reſolve 
To pay him in's own money. Be but advis'd 
By my poor counſel, and one ſtroke ſhall cut 


The root of his deſigns, and with his arrows 


Strike his own plot ſo dead, that ev'n Albumazat, 
With all his ſtars and inflruments, ſhall never 


Give it freſh motion. 


Ant. Cricca, to thy direction 


We yield ourſelves, manage us at thy pleaſure. - 


Eel. Speak quickly, Cricca, 
Cric. The ground of all this buſineſs 
Is to catch Trincalo, and lock him faſt 
Till I releaſe him: next, that no man whiſper 
Th' leaſt word of your return. Then will I home, 
And with a chearful look tell my old maſter, 
That Trincalo—— but ſtay, look where he comes ! 
1 re I'll inform you 


And he's gull'd enough, 
2 Fear not, let me alone. 
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10d. IV. Scen. 10. 


Sy 3 Lelis. 


2 7 EI 8 raſcal, Cricca, with his arguments 


Of malice, lo diſturbs my gentle thoughts, 
That I half doubt I am not what I ſeem : 
But that will ſoon be clear'd ; if they receive me 
In at Antonio's houſe, I am Antonio. 
Lel. Signior Antonio, my moſt loving father ! 
Bleſt be the day and hour of your return. 


Tyin. Son Lelio ! a bleſſing on my child; I pray thee 


tell me, 
How fares my ſervant Armellina 3 ? well? 
Le. Have you forgot my ſiſter Flavia? 
Trin. What, my dear daughter Flavia? no, but firſt 
Call Armellina: ſor this day we'll celebrate 
A gleek of marriages : Pandolfo and Flavia, 
Sulpitia and myſelf, and Trincalo 
With Armellina. Call her, good nw, quickly. 
Lel. 1 will, we | 
Trin. So: tis well that Lelio 
Confeſſeth me his father. Now I am perfeat, 
Perfect Antonio. 


— — — — 
Act. IV. Scen. 11. 


3 a 


Arm. QIgnior Antonio! 
My long expected maſter ! 
Trin, O Armellina ! 
Come, let me kifs thy brow like my own daughter. 
Arm. Tis too great a favour. 1 kiſs your foot. 
What fall'n? alas] how feeble you are grown 
With your _ travel! 


= 


Trin. 


r 8 


. - 


Senſeleſs. 


Why laugh'ſt thou ? 


be | 
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Trin. True, and being drown'd, . 
Nothing ſo griev'd me, as to loſe thy company. 


But fince I am ſafe return'd, for thy good ſervice 
I'll help thee to a huſband, 


Arm. A huſband, fir? 


Some young and luſty youth, or elſe I'I none. 


Trin. To one that loves thee dearly, dearly wench : 


A goodly man, like me in limbs and faſhion. 


Arm. Fie, an old man! how! caſt myfelf away, 


And be no nurſe but his ? 


Trin. He's not like me 
In years and gravity, but fair proportion; 
A. handſome well-ſet man as I. | 

Arm. His name? 

Trin. Tis Tom Trincalo of Totnam. 

Arm. Signior Pandolfo's luſty farmer? 

Trin. That's he. | 

Arm. Moſt unexpected happineſs! 'tis the man 
J more eſteem than my own life : ſweet maſter, 


Procure that match, and think me ſatisfied 
For all my former ſervice without wages. 


But ah, I fear you jeſt. My poor unworthineſs 
Hopes not ſo great a fortune as ſweet Trincalo. 
No, wretched Armellina, in and deſpair :' 


Back to thy mournful dreſſer ; there lament 


Thyſelf to kitchen-ſtuff, and burn to aſhes, 


For love of thy ſweet farmer. 


Trin. Alas! poor ſoul, 


How prettily ſhe weeps for me! — Wilt ſee him? 


Arm. My ſoul waits in my eyes, and leaves my body 


Trin. Then ſwear to keep my counſel. 
Arm. I ſwear 
By th' beauteous eyes of Trincalo. 
Trin. Why, I am Trincalo. | 
Arm. Your worſhip, fir ! why do you flout your 
ſervant, | N 
9 worſhipful Antonio, my reverend maſter ? 
rin Pox of Antonio, I am Tom Trincalo. 


D 2 Arm 
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Arm. *T1s deſire and joy, 
To ſee my ſweeteſt. 
Trin. Look upon me and ſee him. 
Arm. I ſay I ſee Antonio, and none other. 
Trin. I am within, thy love; without, thy maſter. 
Th' aſtrologer transform'd me for > day. 
Arm. Mock not your poor maid, pray you fir. 
Fm. I do not. 
- Now would I break this head againſt the ſtones, 
To be unchang'd ; fie on this gentry, it ſticks 
Like bird-lzme, or the pox. I cannot part with 't. 
Within, I am ſtill thy farmer Trincalo. 
Arm. Then muſt I wait, till old Antonio 
Be brought to bed of a fair Trincalo ; 
Or flea you, and ſtrip you to yourſelf again. 
Trin, Carry me to your chamber. Try me there. 
Arm. O ſir, by no means: but with Wy lovely farmer 
I'd fray all night, and thank him, 
. Croſs misfortune ! 
Accurſt Albumazar! and mad Pandolfo ! 
To change me thus, that when I moſt defire 
To be myſelf, I cannot. Armellina, 
Fetch me a looking-glaſs. 
Arm. To what end? 
Trin. Fetch one. . 
Let my old maſter's buſineſs ſink or ſwim, 1 
This ſweet occaſion muſt not be neglected. 
Now ſhall I know th aſtrologer's ll O Wonderful, 
Admir'd Albumazar in two tranſmutations! 
Here's my old fat mer's face. How in an inſtant 
I am | unchang'd that was ſo long a changing! Here's my 
flat noſe again, &c. 
Now, Armellina, take thy lov'd Trincalo 
To thy deſired embracements, uſe thy pleaſure, 
Kiſs thy belly fall. 
Arm. Not here in publick. 
T' enjoy too ſoon what pleaſeth, is unpleaſant : 
The world would envy then my A 
Goin, I'll follow you, a:d in ay »2d-chamber 
we'll conſummate the match in privacy. — 
N. 


8 


ALBUMAZ AR. | 77 


Trin, Was not the face I wore far worſe than this? 
ut for thy comfort, wench, Albumazar 
Hath died my thoughts ſo deep i'th' grain of gentry," 
_ ?Tis not a glifs can rob me of my good faſhion, 
And gentlemanly garb. Follow, my dear. 
Arm. I'll follow you. So. now y' are faſt enough. 
Trin. Help, Armellina, help, I am fall'n i'th' cel/ar : 
Bring a freſh plantane leaf, I have broke my ſhin. 
Arm. Thus have I caught me a huſband in a trap, 
And in good earneſt meant to marry him, Es 
"Tis a tough clown and Juſty : he works day and night ; 
And rich enough for me, that have no portion t 
But my poor ſervice. Well, he's ſomething fooliſh ; 
The better can | domineer, and rule him | 
At pleaſure, That's the mark and utmoſt hight 
We women aim at. I am reſolv'd; I'll have him. 


— 2 


. 


Act. IV. Scen, 12. 


Lelio, Cricca, 
Lel. TN, Armellina, lock up Trincalo. 0 
Arm. I will, ſir. | 
Fel. Cricca, for this thy counſel, if't ſuccecd, f 
Fear not thy maſter's, anger: I'll prefer thee, | 
And count thee as my genius, or good fortune. 
Cric. It cannot chuſe but take. I know his humour: 
And can at plcaſure feather him with hopes, 
Making him fly what pitch I wiſh, and ſtoop 
When I ſhew foul. | | 
Lel. But for the ſuit of cloaths ? | 
_ Cric, Tl throw them o'er your wall, Away, 
Haſte to Eugenio and Sulpitia, 
Acquaint them with the buſineſs. 
Let. I go. Tp FE 
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Act. IV. Scen. 13. 


| | Lelio, Sulpitia. 
Eel. HE hopeful iſſue of thy counſel, Crices, 
Brightens this ev'ning, and makes it more excel 
The — * day, than a grey morning doth | 
The blindeſt midnight, raiſing my amorous thoughts 
'Toſuch a pitch of joy, that-riches, honour, 
And other pleaſures, to Sulpitia's love, 
Appear like mole-hills to the moon. 
Sul. Lelio! | | 
Lel. O there's the voice that in one note contains 
All chords of muſick : how gladly ſhe'll imbrace 
The news I give her, and the meſſenger ! 
Sal. Soft, ſoſt, y'are much miſtaken ; for in earneſt, 
Z am angry, Lelio; and with you. 
Lel. Sweeteſt, thoſe flames 
Riſe from the fire of love, and ſoon will quench 
1'th' welcome news I bring you. 
Su/, Stand fill, I charge yo 
Ey th' virtue of my lips; ſpeak not a ſy1L ible, 


As you expect a kiſs ſhauld cloſe my choter ; "He 
For I muit chide you. 


Lel. O my Sulpitia, 
Were every ſpeech a piſtol charg'd with death, 
I'd ſtand them all in hope of that condition. 

Sul. Firſt, ſir, I hear, you tcach Eugenio 
To gravea warineſs in your ſiſter's love, 
And kill his honeſt forwardneſs of affection 
With your far-fetch'd reſpects, ſuſpicious fears: 
You have your may-bes ; this is dangerous: 
hat courſe were better: for if ſo, and yet 
Who knows? the event is doubtful ; be advis'd, 
*Tis a young raſhneſs: your father is your father: 
Take leiſure to conſider. Thus y'ave conſider'd 
Poor Flavia almoſt to her grave. Fie, Lelie, 
Had this my ſmallneſs undertook the buſineſs, 
And done no moxe in four ſhort. Winters days 


Thas 
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Than you in four months; I'd have vowed my mat- 
denhood 
To the living tomb of a ſad nunnery: 
Which for your ſake | loath. 
Lel. Sweet, by your favour. 
Sul. Peace, peace: now y' are ſo wiſe, as if ye had 
eaten 
Nothing but brains and marrow of Machiayel: 
You tip your ſpeeches with Italian notti, 
Spaniſh ref7ane., and Engliſh guoth he.. Believe me, 
There is not a proverb ſalts your tongue, but plants 
Whole colonies of white hairs. O what a buſineſs. 
Theſe hands muſt have when you have married me, 
To pick out ſentences that over-year you 
Lel. Give me but leave. 
Sul, Have I a lip? and you 
Made ſonnets on't ? *tis your fault, for otherwiſe 
Your ſiſter and Eugenio had been ſure 
Long time e er this. | 
Lel. But 
Sul. Stay, your cue's not come yet. 
I hate as perfectly this grey-green of yours, 
As old Antonio's green grey. Fy ! wile lovers 
Are moſt abſurd. Were I not full reſolved, 
I ſhould begin to cool mine own affection. 
For ſhame conſider well your ſiſter's temper. 
Her melancholy may much hurt her. Reſpect her, 
Or ſpight of mine own love, I Il make you ſtay 
Six months before you marry : me, 


[Lelio whiſper 7. 


Sul. This your ſo happy news? return'd, and ſafe? 
Antonio yet alive ? 


[ Lelio whiſpers, 


Sul. And what then? 


[ Lelio aubiſpers. 
Sul. well; ; all your 1 muſt be com paſſed 


With winding plots, and cunning ſtratagems. 
Look to't : for if we be not married e'er next morning, 
By the great love that is hid in this ſmall compals, 


2D 4 Fla7.a 


TE + —_— . - 
re 1 1 


80 ALBUM AEZ AK. 


Flavia and myſelf will ſteal you both away, 

To your eternal ſhame and foul diſcredit. 
Lel. How prettily this lovely littleneſs, | 

In her own breath pleads her own cauſe, and my ſiſter's ! 

Chides me, and loves! This is that pleaſing temper 

I more admire, than a continued ſweetneſs 

I hat over ſatisfies ; tis {alt 1 love, not ſugar. 


AR, V. | Scen. 1. 


Albumazar, Ronca, Furbo, Harpax. 


Alb. H W ? not a ſingle ſhare of this great prize, 
| That have deſerv'd the whole? was't not 
| my plot, | | 
And pains, and you meer inſtruments and porters ? 

Shall I have nothing? 

Ren. No, not a ſilver ſpoon, | | . 

Fxr. Nor cover of a trencher ſalt. | 

Har. Nor table-napkin. 

Alb, Friends, we have kept an honeſt truſt and faith 
Long time amongſt us: break not the ſacred league, 
By raiſing civil theft; turn not your furt 
Gainſt your own bowels, Rob your careful maſter ! 
Are you not aſham'd ? 7 

Ron, Tis our profeſſion, | 
As yours aſtrology. And in the days of old, 

Good morrow thief, as welcome was receiv'd, 
As now your worſhip. Tis your own inſtruction, 

Fur. The Spartans held it lawful, and th' Arabians, 
So grew Arabia happy, Sparta valiant. 

Har. The- world's a theater of theft: creat rivers 
Rob ſmaller brooks ; and them the ocean. | 

Alb. Have not I wean'd you up from petty-larceny, 
Dangerous and poor? and nurſt you to full ſtrength 
Of ſafe and gainful theft? by rules of art 


And 
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And principles of cheating made you free 
From taking, as you went invifible; 
And do ye thus requite me; this the reward 
For all my watchful care ? 
Neon. We are your ſcholars, 
Made, by your help and our aptneſs, able 
To inſtruct others. Tis the trade we live by. 
You that are ſervant to divine aſtrology, 
Do ſomething worth her livery, Caſt figures, 
Make almanacks for all meridians. 
Fur. Sell perſpicils, and inſtruments of hearing, 
Turn clowns to gentlemen; buzzards to falcons, 
Curedogs to grey-hounds; kitchen-maids to ladies. 
Har, Diſcover more new ſtars, and unknown planets * 
Vent them by dozens, flite them by the names 
Of men that buy ſuch ware. Take lawful courſes, 
Rather than beg. N | 
Ab, Not keep your honeſt promiſe? 
Ron. Believe none, credit none: for in this city 
No dwellers are, but cheaters and cheateez. 
Alb. You promis'd me the greateſt ſhare. 
Ron. Our promiſe ! . 
If honeſt men, by obligations k 
And inſtruments of law are hardly conſtrain'd 
T'obſerve their word; can we, that make profeſſion 
Of lawleſs courſes, do't? | 
Alb. Amongſt ourſelves ! 
Falcons that tyrannize o'er weaker fowl, 
Hold peace with their own feathers. 
Har. But when they counter | | 
Upon one quarry, break that league as we do. 
Alb. At leaft reſtore the ten pound in gold I lent you, 
Ron. Twas lent in an ill ſecond, worſer third, 
And luckleſs fourth: 'tis loft, Albumazar. 
Fur. Saturn was in aſcenſion, Mercury 
Was then combuſt when you delivered it. 
Twill never be reſtor'd. 
" Kon. Hali, Abenezra, = 
Hiarcha, Brachman, * Baby lonicus, 


0 


And 
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And all the Chaldees and the Cabaliſts, 
Affirm that fad aſpect threats loſs of debts. 
Har. Frame by your azimuth Almicantarath, 
An engine like a mace, whoſe quality 
Of ſtrange retractive virtue may recal. 5 
Deſperate debts, and with that undo ſerjeants. 
Alb. Was ever man thus baited by's own whelps? 
Give me a ſlender portion for a ſtock 
To begin trade again. 
Ron. Tis an ill courſe | 
And full of fears. This treaſure hath inricht us, 
And given us means to purchaſe and live quiet 
Of th' fruit of dangers paſt. When I us'd robbing,. 
All blocks before me look'd like conſtables, | 
And poſts appear'd in ſhape of gallowſes, 
Therefore, good tutor, take your pnpils counſel : 
Tis better beg than ſteal ; live in poor clothes 
Than hang in ſattin. | 
+416. Villains, I'll be reveng'd, 
And reveal all the buſineſs to a juſtice. 
Kon. Do, if thou long'ſt to ſee thy own anatomy. 
* Alb. This treachery perſwades me to turn honeſt. 
Fur. Search your nativity ; ſee if the fortunates 
And luminaries be a good aſpect, 5 
And thank us for thy life. Had we done well, 
We had cut thy throat e'er this. | 
Alb. Albumazar, = 
Traſt not theſe rogues ;. hence, and revenge... 
Rauca. Fellow, away, here's company. Let's hence. 
Os ; | [Exeurt,. 
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Ad. V. Scen. 2. 


Cricca, Pandol o. 


OW Cricca, maſk thy countenance in joy, 
, Speak welcome language of good news ;and: 
move 


Cric. 


Thuy maſter, whoſe deſires are credulous, 


To believe what thou giv'ſt him. If thy deſign: 
Land at the haven 'tis bound for, then Lelio, 


Eugenio, and their miſtreſſes, are oblig'd 


By oath to aſſure a ſtate of forty Pounds 
Upon thee for thy life. 
Pan. I long to know 


How my good farmer ſpeeds; how Trincale. „ 
Fath been receiv'd by Lelio. 5 


Cric. Where ſhall I find him? 
What we moſt ſeek ſtill flies us; what's ayoided;. 
Follows or meets us full. I am emboſt, 
With. trotting all the ſtreets to find Pandolfo,, 


And bleſs him with good news. 


Pan. This haſte of Cricca 


Bodes ſome good: doubtleſs my Trincalo, 


Receiv'd for. Antonio, hath given me Flavia. 


_ Cricca ! 


Cric. Neither in Paul's, at home, nor in the * 
Nor where he uſes to converſe ! he's loſt, 
And muſtbe cry'd.. | 

Pan, Turn hither, Cricca, Cricca: 


Seeſt me not ? 
| Cric. Sir, the news, and haſte to tell it, | | BY 
_ Had almoſt blinded me. *Tis ſo fortunate, | 


J dare not pour it all once upon you, 
Left you ſhould faint, and ſwoon away with } Joy : 
Your transform'd Trincalo——- 
Pan. What news of him ? 
Cric. Enter'd as owner in Antonio's houſe —— 
Pan. On. 


Cric, Is —— his daughter Flavia, 


—— 1 
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And Lelio for their father. 
Pan. Quickly, good Cricca 
Cric And hath ſent me in haſte to bid you—— 
Pan. What? | 
Cric. Come, with your ſon Eugenio 
Pan. And then? 
Cric. That he may be witneſs of your marriage. 
Bat, fir, I ſee no ſigns of ſo large goodneſs 
As I expected, and this news deſery'd, 3 
Pan. Tis here, tis here, within. All outward ſymp- 
toms, | 
And characters of joy, are poor expreſſions 
Of my inward happineſs. My heart's full, 
And cannot vent the paſſions. Run, Cricca, run, 
Run as thou lov' me, call Eugenio, 
And work him to my purpoſe : thou caw'it do it. 
Haſte, call him inſtantly. 
Cric. I fly, fir. 


Act. V. Scen. 3. 


6 


_—— 


Pandolſo. 
E OW ſhall I recompence this aftrologer, 


This great Albumazar ! through whoſe learned * | 


| hands 

F ortune hath pour'd the effect of my beſt witties, 

And crown'd my hopes. Give him this chain ! alas, 

*I'is a poor thanks, ' ſhort by a thouſand links 

Of hi; large merit. No, he muſt live with me 

2 my ſveet Flavia, at his eaſe and pleaſure, 
Wanting for nothing. And this very night 

Il get a boy, and he erect a figure 

To calculate his fortunes. So there's Trincalo 

Antoniated, or Antonio Intrinculate. 


ALBUMAZAR . . 8g 


Act. V. Scen. 4. 


Antonio, Pandelfo, Lelio, Eugenio. {a f 
Ant, 8 Pandolfo ! welcome. 
Lel. Your ſervant, fir. | 

Pan. Well met, Antonio; my prayers and wiſhes 
Haye waited on you ever. | 

It Thanks, deareſt 1 | | 
To ſpeak my danger paſt, were to diſcourſe | 
Of dead men at a feaſt. Such ſad relations 

| Become not marriages. Sir, I am here 

Return'd to do you ſervice. Where's your ſon ? | 

Pan. He'll wait upon you preſently. | - 

Enag. Signior Antonio = | 
_ Happily welcome. 

Ant. Thanks, Eugenio. 
How think you, gentlemen, were it amiſs 
To call down Flavia and Sulpitia, 
That what we do, may with a full conſent 
Be entertain'd of all ? 
Pan. Tis well remember'd. 
Eugenio call your fiſter. 

Ant. > call wy daughter. 


wa» gm 
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Act V. Scene 5. 


Pandolfo, Antonio. 
Pan. XX Iſely conſider'd, Trincalo; *tis a fair pro- 
h logue 
To the comedy enſuing. Now I confeſs 
Albumazar had equal-power to change 
And mend thy underſtanding with thy body. 
Let me embrace and hug thee for this ſervice : 
'Tis a brave onſet : ah, my ſweet Trincalo ! 


Ant, How like you the beginning ? 
Pan, 
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Pan. Tis o' th' further fide 
All expectation. 
Ant. Was't not right, and ſpoken 
Like old Antonio? 
Pan. Tis moſt admirable! 
Were't he himſelf that ſpoke, he could not better t. 
And, for thy ſake, I wiſh Anton'.'s ſhape 
May ever be thy houſe, and 's wit thy inmate. 
But where's my plate, and cloth of filver ? 
Ant. Safe. | 
Pan. They come. Keep ſtate, keep ſtate, or all's 
diſcover'd.. | 


Act. V. Scen. 6. 
Antonio, Pandelfs, Eugenio, Lelio, Flavia, Sulpitia, 


Ant. L Ugenio, Flavia, Lelio, Sulpitia, 
| Marriages once confirm'd, and conſummate, 
A dmit of no repentance. Therefore 'tis fitting 
All paitics, with full freedom, ſpeak their pleaſure, 
* ic be too late. 
Pan. Good! excellent! 
Ant. Speak boldly therefore. Do you willingly 
Give full authority, and what I decree, 
Touching theſe buſineſſes, you'll all perform? 
- Eug. | reſt as you diſpoſe : what you determine; 
With my beſt power I ratify ; and Sulpitia, 
] dare be bold to promiſe, ſays no leſs. | 
Sul. Whate'er my father, Gents, and yourſelf! 
Shall think convenient, pleaſeth me. 
Lel: In this, 
As in all other ſervice, I commit myſelf 
To your commands; and ſo, I hope, my ſiſter. 
Fla. With all obedience: for diſpoſe of me 
As of a child, that judgeth nothing good,, 
But what you hall approve. 
Ant. And yon, Pandolfo ?- 


* 


Pan. I nol of all. And, for I know the minds. 


To repentafter, tis my advice they ſwear « 
T' obſerve, without exception, * decree. 


Oaths, and rain vengeance upon broken faith, 
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Of youth are apt to promiſe, and as prone 


* 
* 
8 
5 
* 
& 
* 
15 
gs 


Fla. Content. - 
Sul. Content. 
Pan. By all the powers that hear 


I promiſe to confirm and ratify 

Your ſentence. | 
Lel. Sir, I ſwear no leſs. | 
Fug. Nor I. . 
Fla. The ſelf- ſame oath binds me: 
Sul, And me the ſame. 


Ban. Now Antonio, all our expectation 


—— —-— 6, oe 
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Hangs at your mouth. None of u us can — 


From you to higher courts. 
Ant. Firſt, for preparative 


Or flight præludium td the greater Ln 


J muſt intreat you, that my Armellina 


Be match'd. with Trincalo. Two hundred crowns« 
1 give her for her portion. - 


Pan, Tis done. Some reliques 
Of his old clownery, and dregs o' th' country, 
Dwell in him ſtill. How careful he provides 
For himſelf firſt! content. And more, I grant him 
A leaſe for twenty pounds, a year. 
Ant. J thank you. 


Gentlemen, . feel myſelf much broken 
With age, and my late miſeries, and too cold 


To entertain new heat,. I freely yield 
Sulpitia, whom Llov'd, to my ſon Lelio. 
Pan. How cunningly hath the farmer provided 
T' obſerve the ſemblance of Antonio's perſon, 
And keep himſelf ſtill free for Armellina ! 
Ant. Signior Pandolfo, y' are wiſe, and underſtand: 
How ill hot appetites of.unbridled youth 
Become grey hairs. How grave and honourable 
Were't for your age to be enamour'd 


| With the fair ſhape of virtue, and the glory 


A AN” : 7 Qi | 


| Accurſed Teincatoit 1'lh 


88 n 


Of our fore-fathers! then would you bluſh to think, 
How by this dotage, and unequal love, 
You ſtain their honour, and your own. Awake, 
Baniſh thoſe wild affections, and by my ones and 
Turn to your repoſed ſelf. 

Pan. To what purpoſe, pray you, 
Serves this long proeme ? on to th' ſentence. 

Ant. Sir, 
Conformity of years, likeneſs of manners, 
Are Gordian knots that bind up matrimony. 


Now, between ſeventy winters and ſixteen, 


There's no proportion, nor leaſt hope of love. 

Fie ! that a gentleman of your diſcretion, 

Crown'd with ſuch reputation in your youth, 

Should, in your weſtern days, loſe th' good opinion 

Of all your friends; and run to th' open danger 

Of cloſing the weak remnant of your days 

With diſcontentment unrecoverable. | | 
Pan. Rack me no mere; pray you, let's hear the 

ſentence. 

Note how the afs would fright me, and endear 

His ſervice ; intimating that his pow'r 

May overthrow my hopes. Proceed to th' ſentence. 
Ant. Theſe things conſider d, I beſtow my daughter 

Upon your ſon Eugenio, whoſe conſtant love, 

With his ſo modeft carriage, hath deſerv'd her. 

And, that you freeze not for a EI; 


I marry you with patience. 


Pan. ILreacherous villain! 


But this no place: 
He's too well back'd. But ſhortly, when the Aae 
Of his Antonioſhip's, expir d revenge 


Shall ſweeten this diſgrace. 


Ant. Signior Pandolfo, 
When you recover yourſelf loſt deſperately 
In diſpropotion'd dotage, en you'll thank me 


For this great favour. Len n Fl 
Diſquiet not yourſelf. , 


Pan. I thank you, fir, [Mane Patol 


Act 


and falling in cellars for concluſion, 
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Act. V. Scen. 7. 


5 Pandolfo. 
\ ND, that you freeze not for a bed- fellow, 


— I marry you with patience—traiterous villain ! 


Is it ndt enough to wrong me, and betray me, 
But 't muſt be done with ſcoffs? Accurſed Trincalo ! 
And me moſt miſerable ! that when I thought 

T' embrace young Flavia, ſee her before my face 
Beſtow' d upon my ſon! my ſon my rival ! 

This is Eugenio's plot, and his friend Lelio's ; 
Who, with, my ſervant Cricca, have conſpir'd, 
And ſuborn'd 'T'rincalo, to betray his maſter, 
Why do I rage gainſt any but myſelf, 

That have committed ſuch a ſerious buſineſs 

To th' hands of a baſe clown, and ignorant! 

I ſee mine error, but no means to help it, 

Only the ſweetneſs of revenge is left me, 

Which I muſt execute: th' hours of 's gentry 


Are now clean ſpent. I'll home, and there attend him. 


[Exit. 


AR. v. Seen 8. 


Trincalo drunk, but ſomething recover d 


7 Elcome old truſty Trincalo, good farmer, wel- 

/ come! Give me thy hand, we muſt not part 
hereafter, Fie, what a trouble tis to be out of a man's 
ſelf ! If gentlemen have no pleaſure but what I felt to- 
day, a team of horſes ſhall not drag me out of my pro- 
feflion. There's nothing amongſt them but borrowing, 
compounding for half their debts, and: have their purie 


cut for the reſt, cozen'd by whores, frighted with huſ- 


bands, waſh'd in wet hogſheads, cheated of their cloaths, 
AR. 
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Act. v. Scen. 9. 


Panaolſfo at the avindow, Trincalo. 


Pan. Precious piece of vil any! are you un- 
| chang'd ? 
How confident the rogue dares walk the ſtreets! 
Trin. And then ſuch quarrelling ! never a ſuit I wore 
to-day, but hath been ſoundly baited. Only this faith- 
ful country-caſe *ſcap'd fiſt-free ; and, be it ſpoken in a 
good hour, was never beaten yet ſince 1t came from 
fulling. 
Pan. Baſe e villain! 
- [Beats him with a fa f. 

Trin. Is this the recompence of my day's work ? _ 

Pan. You marry me to Patience! there's patience, 
She's a good bed-fellow : have patience. | | 

Trin. You'll beat me out on't, fir. How have L 

Wrong'd you? 

Pan. So as deſerves th' expreſſion of my fury, 
With th' cruel'ſt tortures I can execute. 

Trin. You kill me, fir, 

Pan. Have patience. 

Trin. Pray you, fir! 

Pan. Seek not by humble penitence t appeals me : 
Noching can ſatisfy. 

Trin. Farewell humility ; | 
Now I am beaten ſober. {Takes away Pandi fa. 
Shall age and weakneſs maſter my youth and ſtrength 2 


Now ſpeak your pleaſure: what's my fault? 


Pan. Dar'ſt deny 


Thy own a ct done before ſo many witneſſes? 


Suborn'd by others, and betray my confidence 
With ſuch ſtrong impudence ? 

Trin. | have been faithful 
In all you truſted me. 

Pan. To them, not me. 


O what a proeme ſtuft with grave advice, 


Ang 
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And learned counſel, you could ſhow'r upon me 


Before the thunder of your deadly ſentence ! 


And give away my miſtreſs with a ſcoff! 


Triz. I give your miſtreſs ! 
Pan, Didſt not thou decree 


Contrary t our compact, againſt my marriage? 


Trin. Why, when was J your judge? 

Pan. Juſt now, here. 
Fin. See your error! then was 1 fat lock'd in Anto- 
nio's cellar : where making virtue of neceſſity, I drank 


ſtark drunk, and waking, found myſelf cloath'd in this 


farmer's ſuit, as in the morning. 

Par. Didft not thou ſwear to enter Antonio's houſe, 
And give me Flavia for my wife? and after, 
Before my own face, gav'ſt her to my ſon ? 

77ix. Ha, ha, ha. 

V bilft Trincalo laughs and lets fall the flaff, 
Panaolfo recovers it, and beats him, 
"Pam, Can'ſt thou deny it? 
Tria, Ha, ha, ha. 


Have you got miſtreſs Patience ? ha, ha, ha. 


Pan. Is not this true ? 
Trin. Ha, ha, ha. 
Pan, Anſwer me, 
'Trin, Ha, ha, ha, wan, 
Pan. Was't not thus ? 
Trin. J anſwer, | 
b uſt, I never was transform'd, but gull'd, 
As you were by the aſtrologer, and thote that called me 
Antonio. 
To prove this true, the gentleman you ſpoke with was 
| Antonio, 
The right Antonio, ſafety return'd from Barbary. 
Pan. Oh me, what's this ? | 
Foyin. I ruth itſelf, 
Pan. Was't not thou that gav'ſt the ſentence ? 
Trin. Believe me, no ſuch matter : 
I ne'er was gentleman, nor otherwiſe 
Than what I am, unleſs twere when I was drunk. 1 
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Pan. How have I been deceiv'd ? good Trincalo 


Pardon me, I have wrong'd thee. 
Trin. Pardon you ? 


When you have beaten me to paſte, good Trincalo, | | 


Pardon me ? 
Pan. I am ſorry for't ; excuſe me. 


Trin. I am forry I muſt excuſe you. But I pardon | 


you. 


Pan. Now tell me where" s the plate and cloth of | 


filver, | 
The gold and jewels which the aſtrologer | | 


Committed to thy keeping ? 


Trin. What plate, what jewels ? 
He gave me none.” But when he went to change me, 
After a thouſand circles and ceremonies, 


He binds me faſt upon a form, and blinds me 


With a thick table napkin. Not long after 
Unbinds my head and feet, and gives me light : 
And then I plainly ſaw, that I ſaw nothing: 
The parlour was clean ſwept of all was in t. 
Pan, Oh me! Oh me! 
Trin. What ails you, fir ? what ails you ? 
Pan. I am undone, I have loſt my love, my plate, 
My whole eſtate, and with the reſt myſelf. 
Trin. Loſe not your patience too. Leave this laments 
ing, 
And lay the town; you may recover it. 
Pan. Tis to ſmall purpoſe. In, and hold oy peace. 
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Act. V. Scen. 10. 
1 Cricca, Pandolfo. | 
Cric. HERE ſhall I find my maſter « to content 


him 
With welcome news ? he's here ; news, news ! 
News of good fortune, joy, and happinels ! 
Pan, Cricca, my ſadneſs is uncapable 
Of better tidings: I am undone | moſt miſerable ! 


Cy ic. 
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Cric. Offend not your good luck, y'are now more for- 


„ dane 
Than when you roſe this morning: be me: ry, Sir, 
Cheer up yourſelf, y' have what you wiſh'd, fear nothing. | 


Pan. May be Antonio newly repents himſelf, 
With purpoſe to reſtore Flavia. 
Cricca; what is't? where's all this happineſs ? 
Cric. Lock'd in Antonio's clolet. | 
Pan. All alone? | 


Sure that's Flavia. Is not mage 
Suffer'd to enter? 


Cric. Antonio keeps the key: 


No creature enters but himſelf: all's ſafe, 
And ſhall be ſo reſtor'd. 


Pan. O my ſweet Cricca ! 


Cric. And they that wrong'd you, moſt e 
ſorry, 


Ready to yield you any ſatisfaction. 
Pan. Is't poſſible they ſhould ſo ſoon repent them, 


Tbat injur'd me ſo lately? tell me the manner 
That cauſed them to ſee their error. 


Cric. I'Il tell you, Sir. 


Being juſt now at old Antonio's houſe, 
One thunders at the back door, enters, preſſes 


To ſpeak in private with young Lelio ; _ 


Was inſtantly admitted : and think you who? 


'T'was your aſtrologer Albumazar. 


When he had ſpoke a while, Lelio and Antonio 
In haſte command me fetch a conſtable. 


Pan, How can this ſtory touch my happineſs ? 

Cric. I up and down through ſlimy ale-houſes, 
Cloudy tobacco- ſhops, and vapouring taverns, 
My mouth full of i = wet at laſt found one. 

Pan. What of all this? is't poſſible a conſtable 
Concerns my good ? 

Cric. And following my directions, 
Went to a tippling-houſe, where we took drinking 


Three handſome fellows with a great cheſt, attach'd 
them, 


And — them all to Antonio. 


Pan, 
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Pan. Well, what then ? | 

Cric. Theſe were the aſtrologer's 88 that 
Robb'd you through the ſouth window. 

Pan, I thought thou hadſt ſpoke | 
Of Flavia's reſtoring. 

Crie. I mean your plate 
And treaſure ; pray you, fir, ist not great happineſs 
To re- obtain three thouſand pounds in value, 


Deſperately loſt? and you ſtill doat and dream 


Of Flavia, who by your own conſent 
And oath 1s promiſed to your ſon Eugenio, 
Pan. Forward. | 
Cric. Within this cheſt Antonio found your plate, 
Gold, jewels, cloth of filver, nothing periſh'd, 
But all ſafe lock d till you acknowledge it. 
And fince Albumazar of his own accord 


F reely confeſſed, and ſafe reſtor'd your treaſure ; 


Since *tis a day of jubilee and marriage, 
Antonio would intreat you to releaſe 
And pardon the aſtrologer: Thanking your fortune, 
That hath reſtor'd you to your wealth and ſelf, 
Both which were loſt i' th' love of Flavia. 

Pan. Reaſon hath clear'd my fight, and drawn the vail 
Of doatage that ſo dark'd my underſtanding. | 


| I clearly ſee the ſlavery of affections; 


And how unſuitable my declining years 
Are for the dawning youth of Flavia. 

Let the beſt joys of Hymen compaſs her, 
And her young huſband, my Eugenio, 
With full content. And fince Albumazar 
By accident cauſed all this happineſs, 


I freely pardon him, and his companions ; 
And haſte to aſſiſt the marriages and feaſts, 


Cric. Why now you — yourlelf a worthy grntle- 
man, 


Act 
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A. V. Sen 
„ Trincalo, Cricca. 5 
Trin. FRI CCA, I over-heard your news: all parts 
| are pleas'd = 
Except myſelf: Is there no news for Trincalo ? 
Cric. Know'ſt it not? in and ſee: Antonio 
Hath given thee Armellina with a portion, 
Two hundred crowns ; and old Pandolfo bound 
By oath t'aſſure thee twenty pounds a year, 
For three lives. 
Trin. Ha! 
Cric. Come in. 
Trin. I'll follow. 
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O handred crowns ? aud tawenty pound a year 
For three good lives ? Cargo] hai Trincals ! 
My wife's extreamly buſy, dreffing the upper 
For theſe great marriates; and 1 not idle, 
So that I cannot entertain you here 
As I would elſewhere. But if you come to Totnam 
Some four 25 hence, and asg for Trincalo 
At th fin o th Hogſhead; Tul mortgage all my live 
To bid you welcome. You that lowe Trincalo 


Ard mean io meet, clap hands and make t] a bargain. 
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